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PRIEST 


JOSEPH 


Coming out of the jungle after almost twenty years, I’m not 
grappling with my faith as I reconsider my future in the 
priesthood, it's a different sort of calling. Something I don’t 
even know yet, until I meet her. 


I’m not grappling with my faith, but I’m sure as hell gonna 
be grappling with my Grace. In the horizontal position, if 
I’ve got anything to do with it. 


Her dad Carl is my best friend, we grew up together and 
he’s saved my ass so many times it hurts to think I’m 
breaking his heart by loving his daughter, but that fresh 
calling I got? The one that drew me from the jungle, it all 
makes sense as soon as I see her, and I know, right there 
and then that she’s my woman and I have to make a family 
of my own with her. Starting right now. 


GRACE 
What’s wrong with me? 


It feels like something in me is going to burst, all from 
staring at a man? 


A real man though, that’s the only way to describe Joseph 
Parker. A priest, maybe. But he’s a real man, right here in 
my dad’s dining room. 


I’ve never even kissed a boy before, let alone touched 
myself. Nor have I ever thought of, let alone done half of the 
things I’m suddenly thinking as soon as his hand touches 
mine. 


Is this just a stupid crush? I don’t think so, and from the 
looks of things in the front of Joseph’s pants, plus those 
smoldering dark eyes he’s giving me, he feels exactly the 
same way I do. 


It’s instant jungle love and I’m hooked. If only I knew the 
best way forward to make him my first, my only. And 
without hurting my dad. 


*Priest is a SHORT insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on 
Easter morning by joining my 
mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Easter 


CHAPTER ONE 


race 


Late in, I drop my bag by the door and hustle to the dining 
room door. I can hear my dad making excuses for me, but 
once the door opens, everything else disappears. 


His eyes are on mine straight away, then I feel them, like 
hands, running over my whole body. He’s pausing at the bits 
he likes and I feel my own eyes widen in tune with my own 
sudden arousal. I absently run my hands over my own hips, 
fighting the urge to bring them ‘round front, making it look 
like I’m smoothing out my skirt, which I’d rather be hitching 
up for him. 


This is so unlike me, but seeing dad’s friend, Joseph for the 
first time since I can remember, I was only a kid when he 
came around last; it’s all I can think of to stop from 
touching myself, which is something I’ve never really done 
anyway. All this just from the way his sultry dark eyes are 
boring into me. 


Both my dad and Joseph stand up, Joseph stands a good 
three inches taller than my dad, which is tall. My dad’s six 


three. He has broad shoulders that strain against his faded 
denim shirt, but it’s his dark brooding eyes and chiseled jaw 
which grab my attention first. Flushed from his intense 
look, I glance down, long enough to follow the lines of his V- 
shaped frame, all the way to his tight denims which hug his 
crotch, the mound inside shifting by the second, with Joseph 
bringing his napkin between my view. 


Did he just wink at me? 


“Honey, you’re late! Don’t worry, we didn’t start without 
you, you remember Joseph, don’t you? I guess not, you were 
only a little girl when he left for the mission.” 


Dad sounds nervous, until I realize it’s me who’s standing in 
the middle of the dining room, my legs practically crossed, 
running my hands down my body, staring at his best friend 
like he’s a hung side of beef and I haven’t eaten for a year. 


I think he’s got the hung side of things, and the longer I 
stare at Joseph, the hungrier I get and I don’t even know 
why. 


What’s wrong with me? 


It feels like something in me is going to burst, all from 
staring at a man. 


A real man, that’s the only way to describe Joseph though. A 
real man, right here in my dad’s dining room. 


“Grace? Honey? Are you alright?” My dad finally has to ask, 
he looks as red as I feel and he apologizes to Joseph as he 
holds out his hand to me, which I stumble over to, letting its 
huge warmth cover my own tiny hand, which I notice 
trembles right until it’s wrapped in his. 


He bends his huge body to kiss my hand, making my dad 
cough. “Lovely to see you again, Grace,” he says, his voice 


rich and deep, like caramel. I want to hear him say my 
name over and over... hell. I want to scream his name all of 
a sudden, having his huge hands running over me, giving 
me some more of that charge pouring off his magnificent 
body. 


“Steady there, Joe,” my dad warns jokingly. “We’ll find a 
good woman for you soon enough... you’ve been a 
missionary too long. If you do decide to pack it in, there’s 
plenty of women out there to choose from.” 


The idea hurts. The very thought of Joseph with anyone but 
me. It stings in my chest, but I can tell by the smoldering 
look in Joseph’s eyes that his mind is made up. He doesn’t 
have to say a word, it’s spoken in the heat that’s formed in 
the air between us. He holds my hand as long as he dares, 
before letting it go and holding the seat next to him out for 
me to sit in; once again hiding his growing line of thickness, 
riding straight up to his belly by now. 


My knees shake, but I manage to get to my seat without 
making any more of a fool of myself. I notice my dad’s 
concerned look, then we all smell something burning. 


“Shoot!” My dad exclaims and rushes back into the kitchen, 
with Joseph turning to the door, facing me. “Need a hand?” 
he calls out, taking my hand in his again, and I feel myself 
melt all over again. 


“Nah, I got it Joe...I think I can save most of it, haha! I know 
which piece is yours though,” dad calls out. 


I shudder an inhalation of breath, my chest feeling suddenly 
tight and hard through my white t-shirt. Joseph’s eyes grow 
wide and I notice his hand is a little sweaty in mine as his 
eyes Stay fixed on my chest. 


“Cold?” he asks, suddenly grinning like a devil, and I feel a 
line of warmth, wet and slickness forming between my legs, 
which I instantly wish Joseph’s hand could be on instead of 
in mine at the table in my dad’s dining room. 


“T thought you were a priest?” I stammer, realizing the guilt 
I suddenly feel too, such a strong urge towards a man who’s 
probably taken a vow or something. Joseph laughs. His 
laugh is deep and strong, like everything else about him. 


“T am. Was. I’m a missionary... was a missionary,” he 
explains. “I’ve taken some time off from the priesthood... I’m 
re-thinking it all.” He says finally, after taking in my chest 
again, and giving me a broad smile of approval. 


“Priests can have fun, wives to you know...” He adds. 
“Do you have a wife, a girlfriend?” I ask, hoping he doesn’t. 


“No!” he answers quickly, racing to let me know that he’s 
single, giving me a sense of relief, quickly replaced by a new 
tension in my belly. 


“And?” I ask nervously, “What are you thinking so far? 
About the priesthood?” 


Joseph leans in close and I jump as his arm brushes the 
stiffness of my nipple through my shirt. Barely able to focus 
on what he says, all I want is for him to touch me like that 
again, and a thousand other ways. 


“I think you know the answer to that question already, 
Grace. Don’t you?” he says cryptically, suddenly standing up 
to help dad get the hot tray of roast meat to the table 
before he drops it from burning his fingers on it. 


Joseph’s crotch is right against my shoulder, I can feel the 
thick heat of his cock through his jeans. I want to reach up 
and stroke it, to touch him all over. It’s all I want to do now. 


Life has no other meaning at this moment. It’s me and 
Joseph or its nothing. 


“Honey? Are you sure you’re alright? You look like you’ve 
seen a ghost,” my dad says a few moments later, holding my 
plate out. 


Chancing a look at Joseph next to me, he’s sliding a thin 
piece of pink meat into his mouth, letting the juice run 
down his chin as he winks at me again. 


CHAPTER TWO 


oseph 


Carl’s saying something about him being sorry. His 
daughter Grace is usually on time, but I don’t mind. We’ve 
had a chance to catch up, after he picked me up from the 
airport and I had a few beers as I helped him prepare my 
own homecoming dinner. Something I miss after being 
away for so long. 


What he didn’t prepare me for was the fact that his 
daughter’s a living goddess. 


‘Yo, Joe! Heads up. You’re gonna wanna make some room in 
the tadpole pond before she gets here... she kinda has that 
effect on guys, if you know what I mean?’ is what he 
should’ve told me. Not asking stupid questions about the 
weather in Guatemala where I’ve just come from. 


It’s hot and wet, by the way. The weather in Guatemala. Just 
like his daughter. 


As soon as the door opens, I can’t breathe. Or rather, I can 
only breathe her in. It’s like there’s a light shining from 
behind her, she’s all lit up and her perfect, curvaceous body 
is straining in a good way against the shimmering skirt and 
white t-shirt she has on, leaving nothing to my imagination, 
which is suddenly filled with her. 


I feel my mouth go dry and swallow hard, the sweat on my 
hands is instant, my pulse racing in time with the beating of 
my heart against my ribs, suddenly double time as I flush. 
My cock stiffening with each beat as I watch her, just 
standing there. My heart, instantly hers and without me 
even knowing why. 


Grace. 


This instant attraction, this energy between us, I know it’s 
real because Carl, her dad is suddenly aware of it too, on 
one level. It makes him nervous. And so it should. If he 
wasn’t in the house, lord knows what we’d be doing to each 
other straight away. 


But I can’t think like that, out of habit I tell myself I mustn’t, 
that she’s just a family friend and maybe I have, like Carl 
says; spent too long in the steamy jungles of South America. 
Maybe I just need to relax and think holy thoughts instead. 


Like a hole in her panties, the hole I’m gonna drill right 
into her as I fill her with a lifetime’s worth of my seed... 


The thought, the image of her perfect body spread naked in 
my mind is too much and I fight not to groan out loud as she 
takes my hand after being reintroduced. Her full chest, 
delicious curves, and those hips, my god... those hips that I 
could really grind down into, kneading her full ass with both 
hands as I pound deeper into her, making her scream my 
name. 


Without even thinking, I press my mouth to her skin; her 
hand is so small in mine. Delicate, fragile. I want to scoop 
her up into my arms and just protect her forever. 


Gosh, she’s perfect. Her tits are full, and as soon as I touch 
her, I can see those firm nipples stiffen for me, tiny pebbles 
rising up underneath that sheer white t-shirt. 


Mine 


I see her flushing red too and there’s no denying she’s 
thinking the exact same things I am, which is my cock, balls 
deep inside her, and as soon as practically possible. 


Forever... 


Carl has to rescue our dinner, which is almost burning. No 
surprises there, so much heat in the place since Grace 
walked in I’m surprised the whole house hasn’t burst into 
flames. 


Alone with her, even for just those few minutes, I feel 
something inside me slide into place. A little like my 
decision to join the priesthood, but this time, it’s a shift 
towards spending the rest of my life with Grace. No 
priesthood. No mission. Only Grace. 


Grace the girl, not the other kind, which I think are really 
just one and the same thing right now, a divine gift, sent to 
me. I thank the lord for his angels and I thank him more for 
delivering one straight to me like this. 


I find myself telling her, almost instantly that I’m 
considering moving on from the life I have led, but it shocks 
even me to hear myself telling her that I think she already 
knows the reasons why. 


But there’s something about her, I feel like I could tell her 
everything, my whole life story and my deepest darkest 


secrets. There’s something about her that tells me she’d 
just understand, and probably love me even more for it. 


Love 


There’s that word. I must’ve of said it in my sermons a 
million times, but until today I never appreciated what it 
could mean beyond a single person. The love two people 
could create, make; not just share and enjoy together. 


My mind, heart, and not to mention other parts of my 
priesthood are all reeling from this girl sitting so close. 


I’m suddenly hungrier than ever, for everything. Things I’d 
normally skip, I suddenly want. And I want it all from her, to 
be with her, to show her, to tell her and most of all, to please 
her. 


I want nothing more than to see her sweet face light up the 
same way she looked just now, but knowing that she has me 
as her man at her side. 


The only one she'll ever need. 
Her one and only. 


Mine forever. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


race 


I manage to get through eating something. Dad’s convinced 
I’m ill, still making excuses for me to Joseph, like he did 
when he told him I’m never late. But one thing’s for sure, 
I’ve really never felt or acted this way before. 


I’ve been a straight A student, burying myself in school, 
then college. Now that that’s finished, I’m spending a year 
helping dad out around the house and trying to figure out 
what to do next with my life, while he works shifts to get 
enough money to try and start his own business. 


I’ve never really looked at boys, mostly because they only 
ever looked at me to tease me or worse, to prank me. Being 
a bigger girl, bigger than the stick insects walking around 
Campus anyway, I was always the butt of some stupid joke; 
so I just withdrew into my studies and my other great love, 
reading. I’d love to be a writer someday, but reading is way 
more fun. 


I didn’t expect to come home for dinner and have a wetness 
in my pants like I’ve actually peed myself, if it didn’t feel so 


damned good, with such a tingle to it, I’d be worried 
something was wrong. But the pounding in my heart, the 
butterflies in my stomach... I’ve read enough to know the 
tell-tale signs of love at first sight. I thought it was all phony 
baloney, until today. And I have a terrible feeling that Joseph 
feels exactly the same way. 


Terrible why? 


Because my dad, that’s why. Joseph’s like his best friend, 
and the thought of me coming between them scares me, 
even though the thought of Joseph is enough to cancel all 
that out. 


Almost. 


I guess TIl have to see what happens, we both will but if this 
feeling doesn’t go away, especially before dad goes to work 
later tonight... 


My god. I’m already planning it. Everything I want him to 
do to me. 


A part of me wants to start over, to pretend it’s not real. The 
other part of me, the soft, warm and slippery part of me 
can’t wait. 


“Joseph will be staying with us a while, Grace,” my dad says 
casually. 


“Only until I get my own place,” Joseph is quick to add, but I 
give him such a pleading look. The thought of him in the 
house, always; it makes my heart almost explode in my 
chest. 


“TIl get the spare room ready after dinner if you like,” I 
manage, trying to sound like the regular, not wanting to 
fuck your best friend dad, Grace that he knows and loves. 


“That’d be great, honey,” dad chimes, “I was tied up today 
with dinner and the airport-” 


“Carl.” Joseph says, interrupting him, “You’re making me 
feel bad, buddy. I don’t want to be an imposition, I said I 
could stay at a hotel-” 


“No!” I cry out, almost shouting, then nervously smiling, 
realizing I’ve stood up as well. 


“There’s no need for that, is there daddy? Joseph can stay 
as long as he likes... can’t he dad?” I look at him with 
pleading eyes, then back to Joseph, but for Joseph, my eyes 
are pleading in a different way. Begging him for something 
else. 


My dad wipes his mouth and then puts his hand over 
Joseph’s, “Joe, I didn’t mean it to come out that way. You’re 
welcome here, of course you are. I just meant I didn’t have 
time to get your room set up nice, that’s all. I still have 
some of your things in the attic, we can bring those down 
tomorrow maybe? Make you feel right at home.” 


We all smile, me with relief, and dad with real affection for 
his oldest and dearest friend. 


“Because that’s where you are now, Joseph... Home. And I 
won’t hear another word about it,” my dad says, before he 
starts to clear up. 


“Oh, I think we can do that daddy,” I say quickly, standing 
up, nodding to Joseph. 


“You have work tonight too, did you wanna take a nap 
before you go?” I ask, willing him to say yes, then go to bed 
without another word. 


But he doesn’t. 


“Oh honey, you’re a funny one. Trying to get poor old Joseph 
to do the dishes on his first night home? I’ll let you clean up 
honey bunch, and thank you. I'll be alright for work... 
anyone would think you were trying to get rid of me, 
pumpkin.” He smiles and blows me a kiss, clapping his hand 
firmly on Joseph’s shoulder, the two of them going into the 
living room through the swing door from the dining room. 


As the door swings all the way closed, I catch Joseph 
looking back at me in segments, like a slow motion replay. 
His longing look, his burning eyes, and that damned hard 
on that my dad just doesn’t have the mind to see, thank 
goodness. It’s sticking straight up, in line with his zipper, 
touching his taut belly as he bends to sit down. 


Once the door finally closes, I physically rest my hands on 
the table, my whole body trembling and a bead of warmth 
runs down the inside of my leg, forcing me to muster all my 
energy not to shove my own hand down my panties and 
touch myself the way I know I want Joseph too. 


I can’t. 


I have to save myself for him, like I know he’ll save himself 
for me. 


It aches so bad, feeling like I’ll pop any second if I move a 
certain way. Like a balloon filled with water that makes me 
feel so good, that I want to let it out. But I know I can’t. It 
wouldn't be the same. It wouldn’t feel the same. 


Without him even having to tell me, I know that I’m his, 
waiting to be claimed. I’ll have to wait, we both will, but if 
the feeling I get when it happens is anything like what I’m 
feeling now, holy cow, I can’t wait! 


Coffee. 


I can make coffee... and serve some pie from the fridge for 
dessert in the lounge. 


It’s all I can think of; to find an excuse, any excuse to be 
near Joseph again, to have him look at me like he does, to 
take some of the ache in my mound away, but something 
tells me, before I even boil the water, that playing the game 
of being close to Joseph, without his body against mine, is 
only going to prolong the ache, not cure it. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


oseph 


After adjusting myself so my rod sticks straight up instead 
of out, I pray that Carl doesn’t notice the effect his 
daughter is having on me. I’ve never known anything like it, 
but I can’t deny my own heart, or my body, and my mind is 
practically made up. If we were anywhere else, I would 
have staked my claim on Grace an hour ago, as soon as I 
laid eyes on her. Out of respect for Carl, and the fact it’s his 
house as well as his daughter, I’ve realized I need to go a 
step slower. Waiting until I can speak to Grace alone, at 
least. 


Not to mention all the other things I plan to tell her I want 
to, no. Need to do to her once we're alone. 


I find myself asking Carl what time he starts work, then 
what time he finishes, when he'll be home. 


“Just so I know I don’t disturb you, big guy,” I lie innocently. 
Noting the near suspicious look he gives me after my 
probing. I justify it all to myself, because this really is stuff I 


need to know. If I’m staying in someone’s house, knowing 
their routine so I fit in and don’t bother him is only polite. 


“T’ve worked shifts, taken turns with three, four day vigils, 
Carl. I know the blessing that is sleep and I’d hate to ruin 
your hospitality by disturbing your routine,” I tell him, 
truthfully lying this time. If I told him what was really on my 
mind, well. I don’t want to go there. Not yet. 


If things go the way I want them to, we’ll have to have it out 
at some point, but for now I have to wait. I start counting 
the minutes without even meaning to. I feel so damned hard 
for Grace, but at the same time, I feel bad for my friend. I 
work hard to focus on listening to him, on catching up, like 
we used to. But it’s clear to both of us that something’s 
different. 


I breathe a sigh of relief, and almost groan out loud at the 
same time, when Grace brings in a tray of coffee and pie for 
us all. I stand, ready to take the tray from her, noticing that 
her hands are trembling. 


Wouldn’t you know it, my big old hands, reaching out for 
the tray go right on ahead and brush those huge tits of hers 
again; making her gasp and spill milk from the pouring jug 
all over her chest, soaking her chest and showing me just 
how stiff and proud her girls are for me. 


Carl rushes to his feet, and I take the weight of the tray to 
stop anything from spilling further, the thought of her 
burning herself is too terrible to contemplate. 


Carl takes the tray, saying he’ll go get a rag, and once again 
for just a moment, Grace and I are all alone. 


I’m fixed on her chest, my hands aching to reach out and 
touch her. She’s staring straight at my rod, biting her lower 
lip, then she presses her legs together, making a 


whimpering sound I swear makes my dick twitch one shot 
away from fully coming in my fucking pants. 


Grace is an angel, turning away from me and backing up, 
almost touching me as Carl comes back in, she’s shielding 
my arousal from him perfectly and I love her for it, but the 
need to touch her, to reach out and hold her is beginning to 
overpower me, it’s weakening my resolve by the minute the 
closer she gets to me. 


Her Dad hands her the cloth, then I hear Grace asking for a 
towel as she bends over, pressing the fullness of her apple 
bottom ass right against the front of my jeans. 


As soon as Carl’s back is turned, I feel my hands on her 
hips, pulling her softness over my hardness and we both 
stifle a moan before I have to let go again, hearing Carl’s 
heavy steps bringing him back into the room with a towel. 


“Joe? You alright? You look... weird.” I sit down in his chair, 
directly behind me, and Grace makes a beeline for the door, 
covering her chest. 


“...Just all happened so quickly.” I tell him. “I really thought 
she’d burned herself for a minute there... you want me to 
fix you a coffee?” I ask, checking the clock. 


“You have work don’t you?” I ask, gulping down a dry gulp. 
I don’t care anymore. I’d sell my soul to have a moment like 
I had just now all over again, and I only hope, for my own 
sake and hers too, that Grace hasn’t gone off into the next 
room to finger herself to climax before I can put her whole 
sweet pussy into my mouth, and fuck her with my tongue 
until I drink from her while she screams my name. 


“You sure you’re okay?” Carl asks, “you’re talkin’ like a 
million miles a minute there,” his look is questioning, almost 
suspicious, but the sight of Grace bouncing back in, bubbly 


and bright again in a robe dispels his mood, but only 
recharges mine. I can see Grace's cleavage peeking 
through the top of her robe and I fight hard not to groan at 
the sight. She’s driving me wild and it’s at the stage where I 
can’t be held accountable for whatever happens next. 


Carl checks to make sure she’s okay, then noticing the time 
himself, he decides aloud he’s going to take a shower after 
all and maybe we can save him some pie for his coffee 
before he heads out to work. 


Both Grace and I are nodding like fools in unison. He could 
be telling us he’s going to kill us both right after his shower, 
but we wouldn’t care. We’d be waiting happily, in the 
knowledge that we at least got to get our hands on each 
other again before he did. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


race 


I offer to go fix the coffee tray and finish washing up while 
dad heads off to his shower. I don’t mean to, but my eyes go 
to Joseph’s, giving him the signal that I have more of what 
he just got a taste of. 


What am I doing? 


I’ve never even thought half the stuff coursing through my 
brain right now, let alone been tempted to act on any of it. 


Maybe I should have Joseph take my confession instead? 


I hear the shower upstairs start after a few minutes, and 
while a big part of me is waiting for Joseph to come into the 
kitchen, a little part of me doesn’t want anything to happen, 
not yet. 


I watch my trembling hands put the dishes from dinner into 
the dishwasher and clean up the coffee tray, I hear the 
kitchen door swing open slowly. 


Before I even turn to see him, I can smell his spicy, woodsy 
cologne. Soft, but masculine. I shudder again, bracing 
myself against the counter top before I dare turn around. 


“Need a hand?” is all Joseph says, and to my surprise, I can 
see he’s just as shy and maybe even more embarrassed 
than I am. 


“Yeah,” I volunteer, not really knowing what I need a hand 
with, that isn’t his up my robe right now, but wanting to see 
if we can’t slow it down some, seeing as my dad’s still home. 
It’s exciting to feel attracted to Joseph, knowing he feels the 
same way, but it’s killing me inside to have dad still home, 
not knowing what’s really happening. 


“You have a dishwasher,” Joseph notes, and I nod. 
“Yep.” 

“Nice.” 

“Uh huh...” 

Silence. 


We’re both thinking so loud it almost hurts, and I can feel 
the thumping of my heart against my ribs, like it’ll leap 
right out if something doesn’t happen. 


“Look... Grace...” 


“I know!” I butt in, not even letting Joseph say a word, “I 
feel the same way, I really do... It’s just my dad...” 


I stop suddenly, registering what I’ve just said and hearing 
myself replay it in my mind. Joseph is so sweet, he smiles to 
himself and then after we stare at each other for a second, 
we both break out laughing. 


“Maybe we can start over? And pump the brakes. ” Joseph 
offers, and I nod, reluctantly, but sensibly. 


I hold out my hand, not a hundred percent satisfied he 
hasn’t touched me in the kitchen yet. “Deal?” I ask, 
extending my hand further, which he moves forward to 
take. 


I feel my breath catch as he takes my hand again, giving it 
the gentlest squeeze, “Deal,” he manages, the force 
between us more noticeable than ever. 


So much for starting over. 


“Dad will be gone soon, to work.” I promise him, but his 
face falls some. 


“T know Grace, but then what?” 


His eyes are searching mine, he seems suddenly as lost as I 
am; despite the immense pressure I feel building inside me. 
The pressure I know only he can break. 


“Then... we can talk.” I say, letting myself breathe out, 
letting some of the pressure out all on my own. 


“Td like that,” Joseph says, smiling and sighing in relief at 
the same time. “Td like that a lot.” 


He helps me tidy up the spilled mess of the tray in the sink 
and we reset the tray with fresh coffee and some more pie, 
taking it back out to the lounge, all while managing to keep 
our hands off each other. 


Joseph and I are chatting softly about his trip back from 
Guatemala when dad comes back in, fresh from his shower. 
He sees us both sitting opposite each other, the big coffee 
table between us and noticing the fresh coffee and tidy tray, 
he smiles. 


“That looks much better, thanks honey.” He says, “are you 
sure you didn’t hurt yourself earlier?” he asks. 


I shake my head in the negative, and dad says he’ll be right 
back, just getting changed for the night shift. 


“Do you have any plans long term, I mean,” I ask, instantly 
feeling foolish and wanting to add one’s without the part 
with me in them but it’s too late. Joseph looks puzzled, then 
laughs softly to himself. 


“I’m really not sure. I might take a year off,” he says, 
remembering what my dad already told him about me 
taking a year off after college. “No pressure, just a year to 
be me. To be free for once. To do what I want.” 


I hear the familiar jingle of dad’s keys on his belt and he 
finally makes his entrance before heading off for work, 
stopping I hope for coffee and pie, having made it especially 
for him. 


I register the complete look of shock on Joseph’s face as 
dad stands in the doorway beaming. 


“Ta da!” Dad says loudly, even turning around so Joseph 
gets a full view of him in his uniform. 


Joseph looks ashen. 


“What’s wrong buddy, I thought you’d be pleased...” his 
face falls, “...I thought you’d be proud.” 


Dad looks gutted, like he’s made a complete ass of himself 
in his own home, in his own career. It means so much to him 
what Joseph thinks. 


I realize suddenly that dad hasn’t told Joseph he’s a cop. He 
hasn’t seen Joseph for years, only spoken to him over the 
phone and they email each other every so often. I wonder 
why he never told him about becoming a cop. 


He’s known Joseph since they were kids, and I’m almost 
sure Joseph knew dad worked security at some point. I 


wonder why dad never told him about becoming a cop. 


Joseph looks at the carpet in front of him for a moment, 
then stands abruptly, wiping his hands down the front of his 
jeans. 


“T thought you’d be happy for me, Joe...” is all dad can say. 


“You have a nice night at work.” Joseph says, looking down, 
not even looking at me. “Excuse me, I think Tl turn in now.” 
And before I know what’s happened, I hear his room door 
at the end of the hall close and the lock click, leaving dad 
and I alone in the living room. 


“Tt’s alright honey. A bit of a shock for Joe, I’ll explain why 
sometime... maybe.” 


I feel anger rising in my chest, taking over all the happiness 
I’ve been feeling all evening, since I first laid eyes on 
Joseph. 


“T think you can explain it to me now, daddy,” I say, trying to 
keep my voice down, but hearing the emotion in my own 
voice as it grows louder with each word. 


My dad close the living room doors, the frosted glass sliding 
ones, and sits me down, looking quickly at his watch. 


“Honey, it’s upsetting for Joe to see me in this uniform. 
Something happened a long time ago, something that made 
us friends for life, but also made Joe choose the life he did, 
to help people. It also made him shy of the uniform, and for 
good reason.” 


I’m still looking and waiting for daddy to explain, but he 
seems upset just thinking about it as well. 


“Needless to say, pumpkin. Not all men in cop uniforms are 
real cops, and kids are always told to trust the police, 
right?” 


I nod in agreement, not even wanting to think what 
happened now myself. 


“When. Jf Joe’s ever ready, maybe he can tell you the story, 
but for now, just leave him be, okay?” 


He kisses my forehead and hitches up his belt. “I gotta go, 
be good.” 


I walk dad to the door, then grab his arm before he goes. 


“I’m proud of you dad, every day.” I say, meaning it, and I 
peck his cheek. 


“T know honey,” he says, but I can tell he wished that Joseph 
felt the same way too. 


CHAPTER SIX 


oseph 


I feel stupid. I’m at a crossroads in my life, I have no real 
money problems. I have the girl of my dreams in the next 
room waiting for me to claim her, and here I am, hung up 
on something that’s ancient history. 


Poor Carl. He looks great in his uniform, fills it out well and 
I pity the bad guys who get on the wrong side of the law 
when he’s on duty. But some things just haunt me, bother 
me more. I thought I was okay with it, but I guess not. 
Seeing the uniform up close, it brought it all back. But I 
don’t wanna think about that. I wanna think about the 
future, not the past. 


I hear Carl’s truck pull out, the headlights tracing across 
the wall, reminding me to at least put the light on. The 
damp patch in my jeans, from all my excitement from Grace 
is showing too, cold now and something else Ill have to deal 
with. 


I think of her at every turn in my mind, every time I try and 
think of something else, she’s there again in my mind. It’s 
useless. I can almost count off the seconds before I hear her 
knocking at my door. And sure enough, I don’t really get 
past ten when I hear her soft rapping. 


I want to tell her it’s crazy, that it’ll never work. I resolve to 
break it off before anything else happens, she’s the 
daughter of my best friend for Christ’s sake. I'll stay 
tonight, then get a hotel tomorrow. I can just tell Carl I need 
some space, he’ll understand. 


“Joseph, are you alright?” I hear Grace calling softly, 
knocking again. I want to ignore her, to forget her sweet 
face and that body... 


Ah, fuck. Who am I kidding? 


I unlock the door, and swing it open. The sight of her, tears 
in her eyes and her lower lip trembling, I can’t stand it. I 
can’t see my girl upset like this, it isn’t right. I open my 
arms, swallowing her with them, drawing her so close, so 
tight to me, she makes a little squeaking sound as I squeeze 
the breathe out of her. 


“Hey,” I say gently, stroking her hair and without even 
knowing it, I kiss the top of her head. The smell of her hair, 
it’s like something out of a dream and my body is right back 
where she had her ass pressed against me in the living 
room. 


I want to kiss her, I know I should, but she’s upset about 
something. 


“What happened?” she asks me, and I know exactly what 
she’s talking about. I know Carl told her something about 
what upset me. No way would I have left Grace alone like 
that otherwise. 


No way out of it now. If she’s gonna be my woman, I figure 
she has to know sometime. 


I sit her on the end of the bed, crouching in front of her and 
tracing her hair back behind her ear, I hold her face in one 
hand. 


“Just something a long time ago...” I tell her, wishing I could 
let it go at that. 


“Tell me,” She says. And there’s such innocence in the way 
she asks, I find myself telling the first soul ever since it 
happened. Her dad knows because he was there. He was 
the one who rescued me. 


“I was a small kid, believe it or not, when I was young...” I 
begin. “Always getting into trouble exploring and playing 
games, always on my own so I made adventures for 
myself... I was in foster care, in a big house, like fifteen kids, 
so nobody ever noticed if I took off; which was all the time.” 


I feel my own breath shuddering, but now I need to tell my 
story for Grace, so she knows there’s nothing between us, 
that I have no secrets. 


“I was going down to my favorite hiding spot, after some 
rain, the tunnel that all the streets drains ran into was like a 
river. I’d pretend all sorts of things. Some days I was Huck 
Finn, other days I was a Pirate. It’s stupid really.” 


I feel Grace’s hand over mine and her clear blue eyes urge 
me to go on. “I don’t think it’s stupid,” she whispers softly. 


“Anyway, I catch sight of old Pete, the homeless guy who 
used to live down that way when it was dry, which he rarely 
was by the way, always soused; but he was always kind to us 
kids and we were kind to him back, sometimes ‘lending’ him 
our allowance so he could buy some warm socks, things like 
that. But I’m sure he spent it on booze mostly.” I pauses. 


“So I see Pete and I’m about to call out because his hands 
up. Turns out he’s not waving, he’s trying to defend 
himself.” 


Grace’s hand tightens on mine and I feel myself choking up, 
like I’m reliving the whole thing again. 


“Pete’s there. His arms are up and he’s cryin’ out. There’s 
somebody beating him, really laying into him. A cop with his 
nightstick, just raining down blows on old Pete, so I hide 
behind an old dumpster.” 


I close my eyes, not wanting to forget Pete, or his memory, 
but I wish I could let it go. I don’t feel any better so far for 
telling someone either. Even Grace. 


“So, this cop. He’s on his own. I have no idea what trouble 
Pete was in, but the guy went crazy. Beat Pete to death 
right in front of my own eyes. I wanted to do something to 
help, to try and stop him, but I’m just a little kid, y'know?” 


Grace nods, her eyes silver with tears but I know she wants 
me to go on. 


“Once this cop realizes what he’s done, he pushes poor old 
Pete into the torrent and he’s looking around, guilty. 
Making sure nobody saw. My head’s poking around the 
dumpster and I’m frozen to the spot; mad with fear and of 
course, then he spots me. 


“T think I wet my pants, and the cop comes over, all 
authority in his voice, asking me what I think I saw and then 
asking where I lived. The grip on his nightstick hadn’t 
relaxed any, so I’m figuring I’m next in line for the same 
medicine old Pete got. 


“I’m speechless. So scared I can’t even make a sound, and 
just when this cop has that look in his eyes, like he doesn’t 


feel he has any choice but to finish me off, who’s voice do I 
hear calling out, but your dad’s. 


“I can’t remember what name it was, but he was so 
convincing, playing the older brother looking for his 
younger brother. He was making so much noise too, the cop 
couldn’t help but involve your dad just to shut him up. 


“‘Where you live son?’ The cop asked, and your dad just 
pointed like kids do. 


“This your brother?’ Your dad said yes. 


“He tried asking me a few things about what I think I saw, 
but this is where your dad’s bullshit really saved my ass... 
Both our asses really. 


““Oh, he won’t tell you nothin. He’s a deaf mute’ Your dad 
said. 


“Cop started scratching his head by then, and asked ‘Then 
why you calling out for him?’ 


“Tm just looking for my baby brother, Mister. Can we go 
home now? He asks. 


“And blow me down, this cop, he tells us both to scram, 
which we do. I didn’t speak for a month after that and your 
dad made sure he came by the foster house every day to 
check on me until I did. I never told him what really 
happened, but he figured it was something bad. About 
three years later, they caught the guy. Some whacko going 
around dressed as a cop, hurting homeless people. 


“So I don’t like the uniform, and seeing your dad in it, 
well..it put me in two minds straight away.” 


Grace is quiet for a minute, a single tear traces down her 
right cheek, which I brush away with my thumb. 


“See.” I tell her, “It’s a stupid reason, but by god, I loved 
your dad like a brother from that day on and it was like a 
light went on inside me, a light that made me want to help 
anyone who was less fortunate than I was, or couldn’t look 
out for themselves.” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


race 


I don’t care if dad knows now. I want the whole world to 
know how I feel about Joseph. Once he’s told me his story, I 
know everything I need to know about him and I know I’m 
his forever. I lean forward, planting a peck on his lips, not 
sure how to even kiss properly. 


He holds my face with both hands this time, and pulls me 
back in, slowly, and I watch his eyes getting closer before 
mine close all on their own, and I feel the hot wetness of his 
mouth over me, and I melt right into his body, humming a 
moan as I feel his huge arms encircle me, drawing me close 
to his hard body. 


His kiss is only lips, no tongues. Which is a relief, kissing 
someone like this is all new to me and it feels a lot different 
to kissing dad goodnight. A lot different. 


I have the same slippery wetness in between my legs again, 
and opening my legs so my robe slips open all the way, I 
gasp as the fabric catches my stiff nipples as it brushes over 


them, replaced in an instant by Joseph’s hands as he cups 
them both, making me whisper to him. 


“T want you to kiss me down here,” I say and take one of his 
huge hands, mine trembling in his, and place it right 
between my legs, making my eyes roll back as I gasp again 
as Joseph makes such a low growling sound I can feel it 
vibrating inside me. 


“I thought we had the brakes on?” Joseph murmurs, 
drawing another whimper from me as his thumb strokes my 
lips apart, freeing my clits stiffness, which is so wet I can’t 
understand what’s happening, almost. 


“T just took the brakes off,” I coo, feeling more daring than 
ever, I attempt my first tongue kiss, which feels so natural 
with Joseph, one of his thick fingers finding its way inside 
me at the same time, moving gently in circles in time with 
his tongue in my mouth. 


“You okay?” he asks as we come up for air, I nod furiously. 
I’ve never been more okay in my whole life. 


The space between us is only fabric now, and Joseph makes 
light work of undressing himself, and me too. In seconds, 
we’re under the covers in his bed, naked. 


Joseph’s like a giant, but he’s so gentle with me. I can see, 
then feel every muscle in his taut body, rippling with the 
slightest movement. It makes me feel self-conscious, but 
Joseph has his hands all over me and is liking what he’s 
seeing and feeling the same way I feel about him. 


“You’re so beautiful, Grace.” 


“So soft... Beautiful.” Things that nobody would ever say to 
me, and things I discover drive me wild with that feeling 
which has covered my whole body by now. 


Hooking my arms around his huge neck, I make like I’m 
strong enough to even push him down there. “ You owe me a 
kiss somewhere else.” I whisper in his ear, feeling his mouth 
on my neck and his teeth gently biting me, sending me into 
overdrive. 


Taking my lead, Joseph makes me gasp, moan and then 
finally growl as he places his whole mouth over my wet 
pussy, which I’ve spread wide open for him, with both 
hands. I want him to get to the right spot I have in mind, 
and he finds it instantly, making me purr like a hot rod. 


His huge hands are all over my skin, like a set of ten extra 
lovers, finding new ways to make me feel special, excited 
and nervous; rough and calm, all at the same time. 


After what feels like a dream, I feel something else, 
something new and more urgent, more exciting than 
Joseph’s mouth on me. He senses it too and as my body 
tenses into his, he grips me tighter, kneading my ass as he 
plunges his tongue deep inside me as I feel myself lose 
control for the first time. Wave after wave of pleasure 
washes over me and I can feel Joseph lapping up my 
essence as it pours out of me, not feeling like it’s ever going 
to stop. 


It’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before, and as it subsides, I 
want it again, I want more and I know Joseph’s the man to 
give it to me. I can feel his hot thickness pressing against 
my body now, so hot it feels like it might burn. And so hard 
but soft in places at the same time, and smooth. It’s so 
exciting, I can’t help but make the same low groaning 
animal sounds that Joseph does. 


I’ve seen it in movies and never thought real people would 
actually behave like this, but now I know we’re doing it 
right. Even better than the movies or in any book. 


“T need you Grace. I need to be inside you,” Joseph moans, 
and for the first time since I started kissing him I hesitate. 


“T want you to be mine, do you understand?” he says in the 
same deep, growling voice. “I want to fuck you and make 
you scream my name, put a baby inside you... our baby...” 


I want the same, I really do, but those brakes I took off just 
now? I’m kinda scrambling to put them back on. 


“What is it? What’s the matter?” Joseph asks, sitting up with 
me, holding me gently, “I didn’t hurt you did I?” 


I shake my head, “No, no you didn’t... quite the opposite, 
actually...” I suddenly feel nervous, like I’ve gone too far 
and can’t slow things down. I don’t want Joseph to think I’m 
some sort of tease, or even a Slut if I don’t go all the way 
with him. 


I remember his story though, how brutally honest he’s been 
with me, and decide I owe it to him, so I just tell him. 


n 


“Im a virgin... I’ve never... 
Cry. 


and I hear myself starting to 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


oseph 


I’ve never been so hard in my life and never have I needed 
to be inside someone like this. My claim on Grace can’t just 
be words, I need to take her, to fill her with my seed to 
make her mine. I growl in frustration out loud, and not 
because of Grace but because of my own predicament. 


I’m madly in love with my best friend’s daughter. I’m in his 
house, having just eaten her out and now wanting to fill her 
with my babies... I’d feel bad about it if I could, but I’m 
sorry Carl, this is just so right. 


I hold Grace’s head to mine, or foreheads touching, then I 
kiss her again, so passionately that I try to convey how I feel 
with my lips alone, but it’s useless. 


I blow out a deep breath. 


“Tm a virgin too. I’ve never even so much as kissed a girl, 
let alone... this.” I stammer, and I feel the pair of us relaxing 


straight away, like some of the pressure just went away all 
on its own while a stronger, newer one takes its place. 


“So we don’t have to...?” she asks timidly. 


“Not if you don’t want,” I let her know, trying to explain that 
to the weeping pole of stone between my legs, so hard now 
it feels like I could fuck forever and still keep going. 


I recoil as I feel her small hands wrap around my cock, it 
starts to twitch at her slightest touch and I moan out loud. 
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“Maybe I could just...” she ventures, but I won’t do it. I 
need to be inside her, I need to make her mine, good and 
proper. I can’t waste a drop of our future babies anywhere 
else. 


The way I’m thinking, it’s like I’m already in the future, 
before we’ve even done it. I can see Grace, all in white, a 
long lace dress, a proper church wedding and her dad... 


Oh, fuck. Carl. 


Her dad, he’s the best man and giving her away... I can see 
it so clearly, so I know I have to do it right. 


“Tt’s alright, baby,” I tell her, kissing her in between each 
word. 


“T want you to be mine and mine only, my first and your 
first. We can’t rush it.” 


Her hand on me again is confusing me, and I growl again. 


“Sorry,” she says, taking her hand away and bringing it up 
to my face, “You’re just too damned hot, but I agree... I 
want it real bad, but... maybe it’s just being here, in the 
house. It’s so...” 


“Dad.” We both say at the same time and we both kiss 
again, trying not to laugh, but end up rolling on the floor 


until it hits us both how much we can’t help what’s 
happening and we just end up holding each other. Feeling 
nothing but each other, but also unable to not feel a little 
bad for Carl. Her dad and my best friend. 


After nearly nodding off on the floor, we migrate back onto 
the bed and I feel her body naked against mine, ignoring 
my dick as it makes its rounds of going up and down, with 
Grace being so sweet about not touching it, not just yet 
anyway. 


We talk until I can’t stop yawning, about her college 
courses, her interest in history and romance, she reads a lot 
of romance, she warns me, which doesn’t bother me. I 
might pick up some tips, I figure, find out where I went 
wrong. 


And as much as I could listen to her voice all night, I fall 
asleep at some point, hearing my name on her lips as the 
last thing before sleep takes us both, her face nesting into 
my neck, our bodies intertwined in the bed. I could die and 
I’d already be in heaven. If I wake up and it’s all still real, I 
know that life is perfect after all. 


I’m dreaming of something from the mission, back in 
Guatemala. Grace is there and so is Carl, we’re fixing a roof 
and Carl’s getting mad because I keep pulling out all the 
nails he’s driving in. 


I wake up with a sudden start, feeling Grace jolt awake at 
the exact same moment; the sound of a car door has woken 
us, with the next sound being keys in the front door just 
down the hall. 


Carl’s home already. I look at my watch, glowing in the 
predawn light. 


Fuck. Five a.m. 
And Grace is in my bed still. 


I can feel her heart pounding against my ribs, my own is 
doing the foxtrot with the knot in my stomach. I’m okay with 
Carl finding out, but just not today, God. Please not today. 


“Does he ever go into your room when he gets home?” I 
ask, finding Grace’s wide eyes with my own. 


“Every morning,” she winces. 
Great. 


In seconds I’m in the kitchen, opening the fridge, 
intercepting Carl before he can get upstairs. Fortunately he 
uses the downstairs bathroom, giving me some extra time. 
I’ve told Grace to get upstairs once her dad’s out of sight. 


“Woah. You’re up early, Joe... you scared me,” Carl says, 
cocking his head as he looks at me. “ You okay?” 


Cop’s intuition. 


He knows something’s up. He knew it last night and 
knowing Carl, he would’ve put two and two together 
overnight. 


“Tm fine. Fine...” I sammer. 
“You’re naked.” Carl informs me, frowning. 


“Put some clothes on will ya? I can’t have you running 
around like a jaybird, not with Grace in the house.” 


He makes his way to the stairs, whispering back over his 
shoulder, “Get some sleep, Joe. You can relax now... no 


more missions to build. Take it easy, but put some damn 
clothes on.” 


I blow out air as he ascends the stairs, shaking his head to 
himself and I only hope Grace got up to her room in time. 


I am naked. 
Shit. 


No problem for me and Grace, but a huge screw up on my 
part, I may as well have had my dick in his daughter’s 
mouth when he opened the door. 


The very idea sends the same dick twitching north, and I 
head back to my room, pausing for a second at the stairs, 
listening for any signs of trouble, but Carl goes straight to 
his room after opening another door, Grace’s for just a 
moment. 


I figure he’s going straight to sleep, he was looking beat 
yesterday and a day spent picking me up from the airport 
and then making all that food. 


It makes me feel the familiar stab of guilt, like I should 
know better. But I shake my head as I close my door behind 
me, slipping into some track pants but leaving my top half 
nude. 


I want Grace. It’s as simple as that. She practically belongs 
to me now anyway. Plus, she’s like twenty-one, she’s no 
child. It’s two consenting adults, following the natural way 
of things. 


I know Grace is fine with it, it’s just the thought of hurting 
Carl that threatens to come between us, but after the way 
she moaned last night for me, I think even that could be 
something we could help each other through as well. 


Like partners. 


Laying down on my back, my hand falls to the space where 
Grace slept. I can feel her warmth there still, from under 
the covers. Her scent in the air makes me think of her eyes, 
her smooth soft skin. 


In seconds I’m raging hard again, and I sit up, then get up, 
doing fifty push-ups to try and break the spell, but the 
friction from my pants on my arousal is too much, after fifty 
I have to stop, otherwise Ill blow my load. 


I have to save it. I need it inside her, not wasted like that. 


CHAPTER NINE 


race 


Dad looks in on me, I can hear him coming up the stairs, 
then opening the door just a fraction. I have my back to 
him, wide awake, hoping for the first time in my life that he 
doesn’t come kiss me good morning, which he doesn’t. 


Then it rings alarm bells in my mind, daddy always checks 
in on me and kisses me good morning, always has since I 
can remember. Even when I had sleepovers or was in the 
hospital once with tonsillitis, he called and woke me up, just 
to kiss me good morning. 


Not today though. 
He knows. 


I know he does, because he’s not an idiot, but also because 
he’d never forget to come say good morning. Once I hear 
his own door click shut, I leap out of bed, racing to the 
mirror to see the evidence for myself. 


I look... happy. I look relaxed and actually happy for once in 
my life. There’s a glow to my skin and a shine in my eyes, 
even my hair is pretty tidy considering. 


No real signs of any break and enter here. 


Maybe he smelled me? I read somewhere that sex 
generates a particular smell.. not a bad one, usually. I 
hope. I sniff myself and the air around me... and then it hits 
me like a brick wall. 


Joseph’s cologne. 


It’s all over me. On my robe, in my hair; hell. My whole 
room probably smells of him. 


Dad has a keen sense of everything, and it makes me feel 
terrible to think he’s worked it out already, and that Joseph 
and I are now creeping around, lying to him. I’ve never lied 
to my dad in my whole life. 


But on the other hand, I don’t have to tell him everything I 
do either. If he asks us, or me point blank, I resolve to tell 
him. It’s only fair. It’s his house, and Joseph is his best 
friend. I don’t want to be the thing that comes between 
them, but something tells me it already has. 


Later, at breakfast, I’m convinced. 


Dad usually goes down straight after work, then gets up 
again around ten to do what he likes to call ‘normal stuff’ 
and then he usually goes for another sleep before he starts 
work, usually after dinner, but sometimes earlier, 
sometimes not at all. He’s gotten used to getting by on four 
or five hours of sleep. I don’t know how he does it, I sleep 
like a log and need my nine hours, or I’m a wreck. 


A nervous wreck, like today. 


Joseph and I are at the kitchen table, making sure to sit as 
far apart as we can, but I can’t help but play with his foot 
with mine under the table. I feel my foot wandering up to 
his crotch, when the door swings open and dad comes in. 


He looks different. 


“I didn’t hear you come in this morning, dad. You alright? 
You look tired.” 


He grunts and scratches his head, looking at me, reaching 
for the coffee we brewed and eyeing the pancakes Joseph 
made. I can tell he wants to be grouchy but when he sees 
me worried about him, I know he just can’t. 


“Just a long night, honey. How’d you sleep?” His question 
makes me freeze for a second, and I look over at Joseph, 
who’s looking at me. 


And there it is. If my dad had any doubts, I think he just put 
them to rest, but he doesn’t let on. Not completely anyway. 


“T was up and down a bit, to be honest,” I sigh, not meaning 
it to sound like that at all. 


Dammit! 


“And you, Joe? How’d you... sleep?” he asks, his voice 
lowering, almost to a growl. 


Joseph doesn’t say anything, just looks at his half eaten 
food, pushing the plate away. 


“You want some pancakes?” I ask dad, really hoping to 
change the silent subject, but he shakes his head. 


“No thanks,” he murmurs, and putting his coffee down, he 
goes to leave, pushing the swing door open, hard. 


“TIl get something somewhere else.” I can hear him saying 
as the door swings open and shut before finally settling 


closed. 
I don’t know what to say. 
What just happened? 


Joseph and I sit in silence, the tension in the air unbearable 
now. Then I hear dad’s keys, then the front door slam, 
making us both jump. Dad only ever goes for a walk when 
he’s really mad, and when we don’t hear his truck going 
anywhere. 


I don’t know what to do. 


I look to Joseph, but he seems miles away, and I feel 
suddenly like the one who’s ruined everything. The knot in 
my stomach has turned into an ache, totally different from 
the pleasing ache I had last night and Joseph looks like he 
feels worse that I do. 


“What are we going to do?” I ask him, knowing he doesn’t 
have an answer either. 


I know he doesn’t feel any different about me, and I still feel 
the same for him, but seeing dad hurting like that, it cuts us 
both to the quick. 


“TIl go stay in a motel.” Joseph finally says, creasing his 
mouth after thinking about it for a few minutes, my own 
mind blank while I wait for an answer to come. 


“No.” I tell him, feeling a stab in my chest at the thought of 
him leaving, “you can’t... I...” But I can see his mind’s made 


up. 


“T want you Grace, I do. I want to claim you as my own, so 
we can be together, forever. But I can’t do that here, where 
it’s gonna make your dad crazy. I’ve never seen your dad 
like that Grace, ever. He never so much as looked sideways 


at me our whole life. I feel like I’m killing him by staying 
here, doing those things to you.” 


“Don’t you want to...?” I ask, feeling my emotions rising up 
in my chest. 


But Joseph is already by my side, kneeling down beside me; 
my hand in his. 


“You know I do, Grace, don’t make me feel worse by 
imagining I don’t want you, that I don’t... need you.” 


“Oh. Joseph!” I cry, and he scoops me up, my arms around 
his neck while his slip around my waist, lifting me two feet 
off the ground. 


“I want you to come with me Grace,” Joseph says, setting 
me on the kitchen bench, holding my head in his hands. 


“T want you to come with me and be with me, always.” 


If my dad hadn’t just reacted the way he did just now, if he 
hadn’t come home; I’d go with Joseph in a heartbeat. But 
knowing that dad’s upset, that he suspects Joseph and me 
without us actually saying anything, it hurts worse than the 
thought of not going with Joseph. 


CHAPTER TEN 


oseph 


“T’m not asking you Grace.” I tell her. I don’t know what else 
to say. Her place is with me, but I haven’t made her mine a 
hundred percent. I haven’t really claimed her as my own 
yet. I thought she’d understand better, but I can see how it 
hurts. 


I can feel how it affects all of us. Her, Carl. Me. It’s not an 
easy situation, but I really thought Grace would be with me 
without question. Without hesitation. 


But she’s suddenly looking doubtful. 


“T want you to stay here, Joseph,” she pleads. “I want us to 
be together, here. With dad as well.” 


Try telling that to Carl. 


“It won’t work,” I growl, frustrated more than upset. “I 
need you by my side, Grace, as my woman. The mother of 
our children, not acting like a child yourself.” 


As soon as I say it, I regret it. 


I reach out to touch her face, but she pulls away. She hops 
off the bench and runs out of the kitchen. I can hear her 
feet on the stairs, then her door slamming. The muffled 
sounds of her sobs reach me all the way in the kitchen and 
it’s like boiling water being poured over me. I can’t stand 
the thought of her being in emotional pain. 


I’m supposed to be here to make her feel pleasure. 
Remember? 


I want to go up to her room, kick the door down if need be, 
and pick her up, put her over my shoulder and just take her 
away. Take her to our new life together. 


But I haven’t exactly got anything to offer her. Not yet. 


A hotel room isn’t a life, and she has all her things here in 
this house, but most of all, she has her dad. I love Carl, I 
really do, and I know if it was anybody else, if it wasn’t his 
Grace, he’d be standing right next to me, willing me to fight 
for her. 


But this is different. 
His daughter cancels out everything. 


Since Grace’s mom left when she was a baby, Carl’s done 
everything off his own steam, sometimes working three 
jobs, before he became a cop, to support them both; to give 
her a roof over her head and to finally put her through 
college. I still don’t know how he did it. 


But I do. 
His love for Grace. 


Love is the strongest thing, it can make people do 
extraordinary things every day and make them look natural, 


so I can’t blame Carl for wanting to provide for his baby 
girl. To protect her. 


That’s what I want now, to protect her. To be there for her 
as she enters the next stage of her life, and every day after 
that. I want to be her protector, her friend and her lover. 


I want to be her husband, the father to our children. But 
most of all, I want to be the one she turns to for everything 
she needs, including when she’s upset like she is now. 


It kills me inside, to think of her crying, to hear her sobbing 
and just standing here like a fool. 


Enough is enough. I can’t wait another second. I won’t 
waste another second in claiming the woman I love, I can’t. 


I march to the base of the stairs, just in time to see Carl 
come back through the front door, he’s got his cop face on. 


“Joe. Kitchen. We need to talk.” 


His determination might be as strong as my own, but I 
respect that it’s his house too. I’m still his guest and I figure 
he needs to know at some point. 


We both head into the kitchen. 


I open my mouth to speak after sitting down, Carl stays 
standing, near the door. He holds up his hand. 


“TIl go first, Joe. It’s my house and it’s my daughter. My 
rules.” 


He knows, of course he does. I mean; how did we even think 
he wouldn’t put two and two together. 


“T won’t have you, or anyone having relations with my baby 
girl under my roof, Joe. And that’s final. It’s all I have to say. 
Grace is an adult now, legally. But you know as well as I, 
that she’s my little girl. Always will be.” 


I open my mouth again, but he cuts me off; emotion 
crackling in his strong tone. 


“You'll let me finish, dammit! I have a lot to say to you... 
friend.” 


I bow my head, I know I have to take whatever’s coming, 
but it’s worth it. It feels like a relief already, knowing we 
don’t have to be a secret. The worst part’s over, in a sense 
but just beginning in another. 


“I thought I could trust you Joe. I left you alone with my 
daughter last night. I was dumb enough to think you’d 
protect her if anything happened, if anyone tried to... well, 
fuck me drunk Joe! You god damned well did it yourself. I 
can’t believe you... I trusted you.” 


He’s fighting back tears with his anger, his fists are 
clenched. I want to go to him, to hug my friend, to tell him 
I’m sorry for his hurt, but I know Carl better than that. I 
don’t feel much like losing teeth right now, so I sit quietly, 
waiting until he’s done. 


“Now, I don’t need the sordid details, but I’m not an idiot. 
Did you or did you not sleep with my daughter last night? 
I’m asking you once and I want the truth god dammit!” 


I lift my eyes to meet his. I have no intention of lying to him. 
“Yes Carl, we slept together, but we didn’t-” 


But he won’t let me finish, he’s holding the kitchen door 
open. 


“Then I want you- I’m asking you, to leave this house right 
now. Get your fuckin’ phone, wallet and bag and get the 
fuck outta my house.” 


He won’t look at me when he says it, but I know I have to 
leave, he’s only gonna ask once, after that I know I’m 


trespassing. 


“T don’t want you within fifty feet of my daughter, d’ya hear 
me? I’ll make sure you never are either. See, I got more 
than one friend, Joe. I got a whole family of boys and girls in 
blue... and unlike your degenerate self, we stick together. 
We look out for each other... We care for our own.” 


My own hand a fist now. I even raise it up in anger, at the 
hurtful way he’d even think that let alone say it to me, but I 
also know that violence isn’t going to help anyone. Least of 
all Grace. 


I feel my shoulders sag, and not knowing how on earth Ill 
be able to be with Grace now, I can only do as Carl asks. 


I get my stuff, which is as Joe says, just a bag. A few things 
in a bag and my phone, the only worldly possessions I have 
to carry. 


He’s holding the front door open and without looking at 
him, I step through it, hearing Grace calling out as he slams 
it behind me; her tears echoing in my mind as I stand there, 
helpless again, wondering how I can fix this. How can I 
make it work? 


Carl and Grace are having an argument now, which is 
normal. I’d be worried if they weren’t. I know Carl only 
means well and he’d never hurt Grace or do anything 
stupid. He’s just as protective as I am when it comes to his 
girl. 


Then something, something I hope is at least fifty feet away 
catches my eye. The old bungalow house across the street, 
with the white fence and the huge yard. 


For Sale. 


The sign lights up like a beacon, and I cross myself. For the 
second time in as many days, I give thanks and after 
counting fifty nine steps from Carl’s front door to the gate 
across the street, I’m pleased to make the acquaintance of 
one Lily Arbuckle, a charming old lady who’s just dying to 
sell her house, but it has to be to the right person. And for 
the right reason, she tells me before I even step inside to 
talk it over. 


And I couldn’t agree with her more. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
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“Joseph!” 


I cry his name out once, but daddy’s slammed the door, 
even putting his back against it after bolting it. 


He looks older all of a sudden, beaten. Like he’s carrying a 
weight on his shoulders that’s too much. 


“How could you, Gracie?” is all he says at first. He looks so 
hurt, wounded. And I know it’s all my doing, but I don’t care 
right now, I want my Joseph back. 


“What the fuck are you doing dad!? How rude... Get Joseph 
back in here, right now. He’s my guest too.” 


Dad’s eyes narrow, and he moves away from the door, 
tucking the key in his pocket. 


“T raised you better than this, Gracie.” He says in a low 
voice, and I can only think of two times he ever called me 
Gracie. Both of them I was in big trouble. 


I stay standing at the top of the stairs, not daring to move in 
case it makes everything that’s happening seem more real 
than it already is. 


“Daddy... please...” is all I can manage, but his look is stone. 


“To think that I can’t leave you alone in my house with a 
man... not just any man, my best fucking friend? God 
dammit!” he roars, holding his hands to his temples, 
shaking his head, the tears in his eyes starting to overflow. 


I’ve never seen dad so upset, not even when mom left. 
She’d found someone else, that was her story, but dad was 
only firm on one point; that his Grace stay with him, right at 
home, which I have ever since. 


“You can’t keep me here,” I protest, “Locked up? I’m not a 
criminal dad, I’m an adult...” 


“Then act like one, Gracie. Stop being so stupid and see 
reason for a minute.” 


My whole body’s a question, but at least dad’s calmed down 
some, his own temper frightening him, and me to a little. 
Alright, a lot. 


“How will you support yourself? Living on love? On an ex 
missionary's wages?” He spits, laughing sardonically at his 
own comment. 


“Honey, you don’t have a job. You have no place to live. I 
know you might think you have feelings for Joe, but hell 
honey, he’s as old as I am!” 


“What’s that got to do with anything?” I ask him, finding 
some fire now, I strut down the stairs, feeling how angry 
dad really is as his tall figure towers over me, but he moves 
into the kitchen, still shaking his head. 


I know this isn’t a conversation or even an argument. This is 
me stating the case for his acceptance of Joseph as my man. 
I need to fight for him, now more than ever. If dad isn't on 
side, it’ll be a miserable existence, and I can’t stand the 
thought of life without my dad, or Joseph in it now. 


Dad’s walking away because I think he knows once he hears 
the truth he might not like it. I follow him into the kitchen, 
determined to stop shouting and start talking. 


I sit down at the table, with dad still standing, pacing. 


“How long was it, Gracie? Five minutes? Ten minutes after I 
left? I shoulda known. I saw you making eyes at him over 
dinner, but I really thought... I actually believed-” he can’t 
even finish his own sentence. 


“God dammit!” He yells again, and punches the air with his 
fists. 


“Dad! Take it easy, you’ll make yourself sick,” I say, standing 
up and going over to him, putting my hand on his shoulder, 
then my arm around his waist, finally he hugs me. He holds 
me tighter than he ever has. 


“It just hurts so much, baby...” He sobs, his chin resting on 
my hair as I feel myself starting to cry again too, weeping 
into his chest. 


“T never thought my only child... my baby girl.. in my 
house... with my best friend...” 


I stop sniffling instantly. 
“What did you just say?” I ask him, looking up into his eyes. 


“T’ve never had sex with anyone, if that’s what you mean. 
We fooled around some, but I never had sex with Joseph 
daddy, I swear.” 


God knows I didn’t... it’s something I regret more than ever 
now. 


“But Joe said... he’d slept with you...” dad murmurs, trailing 
off. 


“T did.” I say with finality, making dad angry again. 


“Well, which is it girl, you can’t have it both ways, did you 
sleep with him or not?” 


“Yes!” I cry out, letting him go, “We shared a bed after we... 
fooled around some... but I didn’t, repeat did not have sex 
with him, I’m a virgin dad, if you must know... and so is 
Joseph. Okay?” 


Dad puffs out air through his cheeks, he looks relieved, but 
still pained. 


“But you... you really want to... with him?” he asks, 
blushing, and I find I am too by now. 


“Dad...” 


“Well, honey... I just blew up at my best friend, practically 
accusing him of... oh my god, what have I done? I don’t like 
this Grace... not one bit. I can’t approve of it... but just tell 
me the truth. Do you love Joseph?” 


“With all my heart,” I hear myself say without hesitation, my 
breath trembling at the mention of his name. 


Dad sits down at the table, and after staring absently out 
the window for a moment I pour us both some coffee. If I 
know dad, he’ll be as stubborn as ever. He won’t back down 
on anything he told Joseph, and I know it. But the fact he’s 
asked me if I really do love Joseph is a start. It’s a slow and 
tedious start. 


“T love you too, daddy.” I remind him, “I don’t want to lose 
either of you, you’re my dad and I'll love you forever, but 
Joseph... he’s like the only real man I think IIl ever meet. 
He’s the one I want to give myself to, forever. Do you 
understand, dad? I love him and I can’t lose him, and I 
won't lose you either trying to win him, okay?” 


“T can’t get my head around it, not in five minutes darlin’.” 
Dad says impatiently. 


“I won’t have him defiling you under my roof.” he adds, the 
steam running out of his argument as he slowly, hopefully 
begins to see that his little girl’s all grown up and maybe 
wants a real man in her life that isn’t her dad. 


I look out the window again, something seems to be 
happening across the street. 


“Ha.” I say, half to myself. “Old Mrs. Arbuckle must’ve sold 
her place.” 


Then I hear the words Joseph said to me himself only a few 
hours earlier, and it all makes sense. 


I want you to be mine, do you understand... ? 
Putting a baby inside you... our baby... 


I try not to squeal out loud, not wanting to upset dad any 
further, but the man across the street, peeling off the ‘For 
Sale’ sign and putting a‘ Sold’ one up is Joseph. 


I don’t know how, or exactly what he’s doing, but I suddenly 
feel like everything is gonna work out just fine. I just have 
to have a little faith. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
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I have to work fast if I’m gonna make this work. I’m almost 
in a panic at being out of the same house as Grace. The 
thought of walking away, without her at my side? It’s just 
not gonna fucking happen. 


Without even knowing how much she wants for the place, I 
know I can afford it. The company who finances the mission 
work... I took a half and half deal when I started, shares 
plus a retainer salary. It was a meager living, but there’s 
not a whole lot to spend money on in the jungle. The 
company? They went gangbusters about a decade back, 
made me a millionaire after the company bought back some 
of the shares they’d given me. But like I say, not a lot to 
spend money on in the jungle, so the money, remaining 
shares. It’s all still sitting there waiting. 


After Mrs. Arbuckle’s pop quiz to test my telling her I’m an 
actual priest, she lets me in to talk turkey on the house. She 


sure knows her stuff, almost became a nun in the sisterhood 
back in the day, so she tells me. 


I glance back over at Carl’s place, thinking how mad he'll 
be once I’m his new neighbor, but a deal’s a deal. Fifty feet 
from his daughter is a fair start. That way I can keep an eye 
on her, and she can see me anytime she wants. From a 
distance, if that’s what she wants. But I think things will go 
past the fifty foot rule pretty soon, if I have my way. 


“How long’s it been on the market, and why the move?” I 
ask her, more to find out how soon I can move in rather 
than just to make conversation. 


“I’m going into a retirement village, down in Florida,” Lily 
Arbuckle tells me excitedly. “I’ve... I’ve met someone!” She 
squeaks, hugging herself at the thought. “Too many 
memories here. All good mind you, but all with my late 
husband, bless his soul,” she says and crosses herself. 


I smile knowingly, “Good for you,” I tell her, but feeling a 
potential hole developing in my own plans I have to ask, 
“When do you move in? Do you need to finalize the house 
first?” 


“No, I moved in last week. Only came back today to check 
on things while Art, that’s my new man, has his hip 
surgery... You want all the furniture too? I got no use for it 
where we’re going. Semi-supervised care, they call it... but 
me and Art, we got plans of our own... gonna cruise the 
world with what time and money we have left. Only gonna 
use the retirement home as a base.” 


I clap my hands together, trying not to shout out and jump 
for joy. But Lily gets serious for a minute. 


“We haven’t discussed terms. Over price,” she says 
shrewdly. “If I leave it as is, there has to be something 


extra. Some of those chairs, the crockery... they just don’t 
make it like that anymore.” 


I nod in agreement, standing up to lean over, whispering a 
figure into her ear. I admire her canny attitude, she might 
be old in years, but she’s as bright as a whip. 


“Oh my!” she says, her eyes glazing over. “How can I be 
sure you’re not one of those...?” 


“Priests?” I ask, trying not to laugh, fishing out my smart 
phone. 


“Lily. It’s alright. I’d be concerned if you weren’t so careful, 
there’s a lot of bad people out there, but I’m not one of 
them. Do you have a bank statement handy, something with 
your deposit details on it? I only want to send you a deposit, 
to secure the place until we can finalize it officially... before 
you head off around the world.” I exclaim. 


She eyes me suspiciously for a full minute, but ends up 
giving me her details and in moments I send her more than 
enough to classify as a deposit, as much as I can transfer 
instantly in one hit anyway. It’s probably what the house is 
worth, but I’ll see to it that she gets the rest. It’s a fair price 
for happiness. 


“You can phone your bank, check if you like,” but I show her 
the details on my screen. 


“Oh, I trust you,” she says. “What bugs me is why so 
urgent? Do you need a place to stay? You don’t have to buy 
it, you could stay in a hotel, rent the place? Why buy it?” 
she asks, and I hope like hell she isn’t changing her mind. 


“For the woman I love,” I tell her truthfully. “She lives right 
across the street, but her dad won’t let me within fifty feet 
of her, so...” 


Lily’s deep, throaty laugh is infectious and encouraging, 
she’s almost crying with laughter, wagging her finger at 
me. 


“So you bought a place, let me guess? Just over fifty feet 
away from his place?” 


I nod, and Lily gets up and shuffles over to hug me, sealing 
the deal. 


“Well, whatever you do, Joe. Never let go. Life’s too short. If 
you really love her, no matter what you think’s coming 
between you, you just hang on and reach out for her with 
both hands and never let go.” 


“Oh, I won’t Mrs. Arbuckle, I promise I won’t let her go, not 
ever. 


“Call me Lily” she says and then starts to fuss over taking 
the old ‘ For Sale’ banner off the sign out front. 


“Somebody else might want it before I leave!” she protests, 
and I can’t help but agree, after all, it’s become hot 
property in the past ten minutes alone. 


Lily shuffles with me out front, and I peel off the vinyl, 
replacing it with a bold white on red ‘sold’ sign. We shake 
on it again, and before I help her back into the house for a 
celebratory cup of tea, I look across the road, half hoping 
that Grace isn’t still fighting with Carl; and that like me, she 
can hang on just a little bit longer. Because once I claim her 
properly, once I take her as my own, I know I'll never let go. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
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If I loved Joseph before, it’s to the moon and back now. 
He can’t have. He wouldn’t. How could he? 
He has. 


I know it’s him at the sign across the street, nobody else is 
as big as he is. 


“What’s that?” dad says absently, breaking from his own 
reverie. 


“Oh, nothing. Just the old Arbuckle place across the street, 
looks like someone bought it.” 


“Hmph.” My dad puffs, still hurt and angry, but I’m 
suddenly on cloud nine, trying to keep my mood at least a 
little serious, for dad’s sake. 


“Dad, really. Would it make any difference if you’d come 
home and there was a twenty-one year old boy in bed with 
me?” 


His eyes blaze with anger, and he stands up, reaching for 
something that isn’t there. “I’d ring his little neck! Id’... 
I'd...” 


“See my point?” is all I can say, deciding to leave it alone for 
now, saying just one final thing for dad to consider. 


“I could bring anyone home daddy and they’d never be 
good enough. You’d always find something wrong with 
them. I just wish you’d see that Joseph is more than just 
alright... I wished you could see how much he means to me 
and how much he wants to care for me.” 


If Joseph has the place across the street, I don’t care about 
anything else. I’ll let things run their course, but I have a 
feeling, a really strong feeling that everything’s going to 
plan, even though it looks like it’s also falling apart. 


“Its just wrong, Grace, can’t you see? Joe’s a friend, 
someone I trusted. And you! You should know better young 
lady.” 


But I know dad. He’s blown up, now he’ll calm down some. 
Hopefully he remembers some of what I’ve said about 
Joseph being so damned caring, bordering on obsessive 
about looking out for me. Just as much if not more than dad 
himself. I don’t think I could ever be in safer hands. I mean, 
look at the size of the guy. 


“Tm not going to argue daddy, I love you and TIl see you a 
little later.” I tell him, having finally calmed down a whole 
lot more myself. 


“TIl be in my room after I have a shower, okay?” 


Dad sits scowling, not wanting to look at me anymore 
because his anger’s almost all dried up. If it were any other 
day, any other situation, he would have apologized by now 
and we’d all be laughing about how crazy he acted. But it’s 


no ordinary day, and dad’s never been this angry about 
anything before. Because it’s me, and because it’s Joseph, 
it’s hard for him and although he wouldn’t believe me if I 
told him; I do understand what he’s going through. 


I kiss his forehead and get to the bottom of the stairs before 
I race up them, like I’m five years old again, my heart 
pounding in my chest, my head buzzing with excitement. 


I rush into my room, straight for the window, and look out 
again. I can see Joseph's huge frame helping Mrs. Arbuckle 
back inside, and right at that moment, he turns back to look 
over at our house. I can feel his protective aura, his claim 
has been staked. It’s in the way he’s standing. Everything 
about him is just perfect, so right. I feel bad for dad feeling 
low right now, but I know once he sees how happy Joseph 
and I will be, he’ll come around. He has to. 


Joseph’s looking at the first floor windows, and I’m looking 
down on him from my room. It’s probably just over fifty feet 
separating the houses, and although he seems so far away, I 
know he’s got the best view outside of my dad’s place to 
keep an eye on me. 


He knows my dad better than anyone too, and like me, he’s 
just waiting for dad to simmer down so we can hopefully all 
talk about it like grown ups. 


It looks like old Mrs. Arbuckle is calling him in, so I quickly 
rush to have a shower, freshening myself up and making 
sure to only touch myself lightly when washing. I’m 
hypersensitive to touch since having Joseph pleasure me 
last night, and my whole body is crying out for just one 
thing, him inside me. I can’t spoil that by doing anything but 
keep myself clean and looking my best for my man. 


I want to get back to my window as soon as I can, I want 
Joseph to see me. I want him to know I’m alright. As soon as 


I have the thought, I see him out front of the house across 
the street again. He’s helping Mrs. Arbuckle with her bag. 


Geez, this guy doesn’t waste any time 


Within a few minutes a cab pulls up, and with a hug and a 
kiss, Mrs. Arbuckle is off. Just like that. I have no idea what 
Joseph just did, but old Mrs. Arbuckle sure looked happy to 
leave in such a hurry. 


I feel like opening the window and calling out, but I know 
dad will hear, so I just pull the curtains all the way back, 
and then Joseph looks up at me, right after he’s waved Mrs. 
Arbuckle goodbye. 


I feel my nipples get hard, and the butterflies in my 
stomach all over again, Joseph waves at me, then blows a 
kiss, letting me know that everything’s alright. 


I blow him a kiss right back, and we stand there, just 
staring at each other, smiling for I don’t know how long 
before I pull a chair up and sit right by the window. Joseph 
does the same, he sets himself down on the old rocking 
chair out front by the door and we just sit there, watching 
each other from across the street. 


Waiting. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
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Lily wants to show me through the place, insisting I at least 
know what I’m getting, which is sweet. But I need to be out 
front. I need to keep an eye on Grace for some reason. It’s 
like a burning itch inside my belly now, to be with her and to 
know she’s alright, all the time. I still have the physical urge 
to claim her, but most of all, I need her nearby. It’s unusual 
for me, I admit, to be so primal all of a sudden, but at the 
same time I like it. 


There are leaky pipes and a basement with rising 
dampness, but it’s a home, ready-made. As I get the grand 
tour with Lily, I’m picking which rooms the kids will have. 
Heck, one room’s still painted pink from the original 
owners, with Lily promising a whole bunch of antique baby 
stuff in the attic, which is sweet, but I’ll have to see about 
all that. I only want the very best for my family. 


Walking around the place, I feel ten feet tall. Not much 
taller than I already am, which a few low beams and 


doorways remind me of as I walk around our new home. 


I wish Grace was here to see it, but she’ll be along soon, I'll 
see to that. 


I can put up with Carl’s fifty foot rule in his house, but this 
is my house now. Mine and Grace’s. 


Lily feels suddenly tired, like she needs a rest, which I can 
understand. I make that celebratory tea we discussed, and I 
fix her a sandwich too, with some food she has left in her 
kitchen. After a short while, her expression livens up again 
and she looks brand new. 


“My blood sugar,” she explains. “If I forget to eat, I wither 
like old grass on a hot day, so thank you Joseph, I feel much 
better,” she says and I feel better too for seeing that twinkle 
in her eye again. I’m still half afraid that this is all too good 
to be true, that everything shouldn’t fall into place like this, 
all within the same day let alone the same few hours. 


It’s a near miracle. Something that’s meant to be. 


Lily’s old school. A bit like me, and once she’s satisfied her 
place is in good hands until the final paperwork can be 
arranged, she calls a cab and is primed to go back to 
Florida, ready to start the next chapter in her own life. 


“My flight leaves in a few hours, so Ill leave you to settle 
in.” she beams as we wait for her cab. 


“T feel like this is all just meant to be, Joseph, don’t you?” 
she asks as we hear the honk of her ride and we move out 
to the front of the house again. 


“T sure do. Lily. I sure do.” 


And as her cab pulls away, I get confirmation of the fact, 
with Grace herself watching me from the upstairs window, 
which I guess must be her bedroom. I laugh out loud for a 


moment, but I really feel like doing cartwheels right down 
the street, the way I feel right now. 


It’s like some sort of psychic connection we both have, it has 
to be. I can see her; and I know she’s alright, and I just 
know that all we have to do is wait a while, at least until 
Carl either goes to sleep or to work until we can see each 
other again. Until then, I pull up a seat and get used to 
doing a whole lot of nothing, except watching my woman 
sitting pretty. 


After a short while of just staring at each other, Grace looks 
like she has an idea, and I kick myself for not thinking of it 
myself. She ducks away from the window and then comes 
back with a big notepad and marker and writes her number 
on it and holds it up for me to see. 


I have 20/20 vision, but seriously, the girl has chicken 
scratch handwriting that’s tiny. After a quick game of 
charades to emphasize my point, we’re in business, and 
moments later, I’m on the phone with my girl. 


“Tell me you didn’t just buy the old Arbuckle place,” is the 
first thing she gasps when I call her. 


Grinning, I can’t lie. Technically I haven’t bought it yet, so, 
“No I didn’t,” I tell her. “Just staying here while Lily goes 
and spends time with her man, Art, who’s having his hip 
done.” 


“As soon as dad goes to sleep or work, whichever is first, I’m 
coming over there, okay.” She says, not asking me. Telling 
me, and I feel such a rush of blood to my groin as soon as I 
hear her say it. 


“You’d better just wait a while,” I caution her. “Your dad’s 
pretty worked up... Once he finds out I’m over here.” 


I’m trying to sound cautious, hell. I almost sound scared. 
Timid. That’s the old Joseph. The kid hiding behind a 
dumpster, worried about going home to a foster home 
Joseph. The new Joseph? 


He says fuck that shit. 


I clear my throat and speak from my heart, “You’ll come 
over here when I say, alright? And when you do Grace, I’m 
gonna finish what we started last night, do you 
understand?” 


There’s such authority in my voice, it makes me feel 
stronger and I feel my dick rise up, stiff as a board all over 
again. The sight of Grace in that window, like she’s a framed 
portrait, waiting for me to claim her as my own, it’s almost 
as much as I can take. And then she starts. 


“Oh, Joseph... I’m so wet now just thinking about it... I want 
you so bad.” 


Her voice is like a direct line to my dick, which starts to 
twitch in time with her words. Her voice is insistent, filled 
with need. She isn’t talking dirty for the hell of it, she’s 
telling it as it is. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


race 


Joseph across the street is amazing. Me stuck in my room 
with a slickness between my legs waiting for him isn’t. I 
need him so bad, it almost hurts. He’s fine talking on the 
phone to me, but we both realize pretty quickly that a long 
distance relationship, even at just over fifty feet, isn’t going 
to cut it for long. 


“I don’t think I can wait until dad goes to work, Joseph...1 
need you right now,” I whimper. An urgency to my voice 
that sees him stop rocking in his chair and sit up straight. 


“Are you alright?” he asks, sounding like he’s worried. 


“Ooh, I’m fine. I just need your big strong arms around me, 
maybe a kiss somewhere special...” I coo. 


His growl lets me know he approves, and even from so far 
away, I can see the thick line of his arousal in his jeans. 
Waiting for me. 


“Just a sec-” I hear dad on the stairs, then he stops at my 
door, but he doesn’t knock or open it. His weight creaks the 
boards in the hall and I hear the bathroom door close, a 
little later the shower starts running. 


“Daddy’s in the shower... he’ll probably go to bed soon” I 
say to Joseph, but he sounds like he’s had enough of hiding 
for one day. 


“Once he does, Grace. You’ll come straight over here, 
alright? I’m through pussyfooting around. You’re going to 
be my woman and we’re gonna finish what we started.” 


It gives me chills to hear him say it in his deep voice, but the 
thought of being with Joseph, even in a different house with 
dad so close. He picks up on my thoughts straight away. 


“You got a car?” he asks and I frown, then groan, “Nope.” 


He chuckles softly to himself, then he growls low again, like 
he’s teasing me. 


“You don’t either,” I remind him. 
“No I don’t. Not here... But...” 


I can see his broad wide grin gleaming all the way across 
the street as he puts a foot up on the railing, rocking back 
in his chair. 


“Turns out old Mr. Arbuckle was quite the motorcycle 
enthusiast,” and I stifle a squeal. 


“No way! Really...2 You mean?” 


“Uh huh. Soon as you hear your dad snoring, you get your 
sweet ass over here, we’ll go for a ride. Some place nice 
where we can be alone. Truly alone, alright?” 


He asks me like I need convincing, and already I’m picking 
out the underwear I’ll have on in my mind, clothes I’ll need 


for the ride, things like that. 


Within the hour, I’m on the back of Joseph’s new bike, 
cruising the winding tree-lined streets with the wind in my 
face and my body pressed tight against his back. 


There were two helmets and all the gear, Lily Arbuckle was 
quite the enthusiast herself, and it feels like Joseph and I 
have stepped back in time. The smell of the fresh air mixed 
with leather and gasoline. It’s not something I would’ve 
dreamed I would go for, but doing anything with Joseph 
makes my heart sing. 


It took some convincing for him to get off the phone, but I 
had to get ready and make sure dad was asleep and Joseph 
said he had to check the bike over anyway, but we made it. 
In just a few hours we’ve gone from feeling like two rotten 
kids doing something wrong, to soul mates, doing what 
feels right just by being together. 


“I made us a reservation” Joseph says cryptically over his 
shoulder at a set of lights. I squeeze him tighter, just 
knowing he’s got something special planned, and all on the 
spur of the moment. 


Winding through the scenic route into the city, the freeway 
scares me some, but Joseph handles the bike like a pro and 
once we hit the city center, we’re turning heads. A huge 
hunk of a man with his girl on the back of a pristine vintage 
bike that’s purring in time with the heat we both feel 
between us. 


The valet looks sideways at Joseph, then grins as he tosses 
him the helmet. “We have a reservation,” Joseph says, 


winking and the valet promises to take care of his new baby 
as we make our way inside the five star hotel. 


Looks expensive... I have like eight dollars in my account 


I feel suddenly out of place, with eyes on the pair of us as 
we walk in, with Joseph leading me over to the reception 
counter. 


“Reservation for Parker, Joseph Parker,” he announces, 
putting his arm around me, drawing a certain look from the 
concierge, who pretends he can’t find it on the computer. 


“I’m afraid there’s been a mistake,” the concierge says, 
looking from me to Joseph. “We’re fully booked. Perhaps 
you and your... daughter might like to try somewhere else. 
There’s a Holiday Inn about three miles off the first exit.” 


I hear myself gulp, then look down as the concierge gives 
me the full body scan before making a pained face for 
Joseph, he may as well have just said what he was thinking: 
Dirty old guy who’s into fat girls. 


Not the sort of thing his establishment wants to encourage. 


I hear Joseph clearing his throat, about to be polite, but 
once he sees the look I’m getting, I feel him tense up and he 
seems to grow an extra foot in height. 


He leans over the counter, and turning the screen to face 
him, his finger runs down a list of names until he finds his 
own. 


“Joseph Parker. Penthouse suite. Paid in full.” He growls, 
cracking his knuckles into a fist before he puts two fists on 
the counter, leaning over the guy like he’s about to eat him. 


The concierge turns red. “A mistake. We’re fully booked,” 
but Joseph’s having none of it. 


“Get Mr. Adams,” He says, trying his best to keep his 
temper. His voice sounds like a wild animal before it 
attacks. 


“He’s busy.” The concierge clips, and Joseph lifts just one of 
his fingers, pointing behind the guy. 


“Joe! Joe Parker! How the hell are you?” A short, stocky 
man with a red round face and round glasses is instantly 
surprised and as happy to see Joseph as I am to see him, 
whoever he is. 


“Max, what’s the hold up? Why isn’t Mr. Parker being 
shown up to his suite?” his voice is clipped, he’s not happy 
with the concierge, and neither is Joseph. 


The concierge whispers something into the man’s ear, 
making him flush with anger. Then he says just one thing, 
“My office Max. Now. Wait there for me.” 


He turns to us again, coming out from behind the counter, 
his face changing from serious to friendly in a second. 


“Sorry Joe, really am. I’ll see you up myself. Luggage?” the 
man asks, smiling again at the sight of Joseph. His face 
registering a sense of awe when he looks up at him. 


“Just us.” Joe announces, his mood lightening instantly, and 
he gives the shorter man a full body hug before lifting him a 
few feet off the ground. 


“T’ve missed you Joe, we all have,” he says finally after being 
put down, ushering us over to the elevators with his hand. 


“You should come to a reunion one day. They’re not as 
creepy as they sound.” 


“Td like that.” Joseph says, and then introduces me. 


“Mark, this is Grace. Grace, Mark.” Mark pauses to take my 
hand in his, putting another over it and shaking it warmly. 


“Grace is...” Joseph begins, but Mark interrupts him. 


“...more than welcome with you in my hotel, Joseph. rH 
make sure to leave the two of you undisturbed, as 
requested.” 


“And the guy at the desk?” Joseph asks. 


“TIl deal with him Joe, don’t worry. Glad I got to him before 
you did” he says, winking again at Joseph. 


I feel Joseph squeeze my hand. 


At Joseph’s request, we leave Mark at the elevator and head 
over to the room ourselves. 


“TIl see you soon, Joe. Great to see you again, just great!” 
he calls out as the doors close, leaving us both alone in the 
corridor. 


“I grew up with Mark; in my last foster house, that’s the 
reunion he’s talking about,” Joseph explains. 


I’m about to ask him a question, when I feel the floor go out 
from under me, and suddenly find myself scooped up in his 
arms. I hang my arms around his neck and holding myself 
close to him, I can feel his heart pounding against mine. 


“Nervous?” he asks, and I nod my head. 


“Me too...” he says, blushing, “Me too.” 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


oseph 


The room’s been laid out just how I wanted. Fresh roses, 
some light food and they included champagne, which is a 
nice touch. On the phone and after I’d paid up front with my 
card, the guy at the desk had been so nice, pity he changed 
his mind once he saw us, but it doesn’t matter now. She’s 
here, with me. We’re finally alone. Just the two of us. 


The suite is gigantic, and a bit over the top really, not my 
style and I can tell it’s not Grace’s either. I feel relief when 
she makes the same face I do at some of the furniture, 
fittings and such, but the view, it’s incredible and we both 
stand for a moment sharing that. 


“Tm the luckiest girl on Earth, Joseph,” she says, looking 
out across the clear view of the city and beyond. 


I take her hand in mine, turning her to face me, “I’m the 
luckiest,” is all I can say, leaning in to kiss her, wanting to 
take it slow. To make it special. 


As soon as our lips touch, it’s like fire to a powder keg and 
all the primal feelings from the night before are stirred up 
in an instant. I start stroking her hair, but end up clenching 
it in between my fingers, pulling her head back to press 
hard against her mouth as she fights to free my cock from 
my jeans, whining in desperation, a new urgency to her 
tone. Hotter than hell and more than ready for what I have 
to give her. 


Feeling the air on my rod as it bobs free, I hear her gasp at 
the sight, then using both hands, she makes a beeline from 
my mouth to my dick, greedily taking the whole head in one 
go, making me moan loudly as I grip her hair tighter. 


The humming of her own moans and arousal is too much, 
sending intense vibrations through my shaft and up my 
body. I’ll blow a gasket if she does that much longer. 


Maybe later, but for now I need to be inside her. I need to 
claim her as my own. To make her a woman, my woman. 


“Grace,” my voice’s urgency letting her know I’m already 
close. 


But she knows. “I just can’t get enough of you, Joseph... I 
want this forever,” she says, looking deep into my eyes and 
wrapping both hands around my stiff heat as I kiss her 
again; tasting my own precome on her sweet lips. 


Her breath shudders and I feel her whole body tremble 
against mine, she’s about as close as I am and there’s only 
one thing we both want right now. 


I’ve never undressed so quickly in my life, but Grace is still 
a little shy, which I help her overcome with some 
encouragement. 


“If you don’t strip so I can fuck you right now Grace, I’m 
gonna blow my load from just looking at you.” I groan and I 


help her undo her jeans which she steps out of after I rip 
them down along with her underwear, lifting her arms over 
her head so I can take off her blouse, freeing her chest with 
one hand as I snap her bra loose. I take her stunning chest 
in both my hands and eagerly start sucking on her stiff 
nipples. 


J 


“Joseph...” she sighs, her knees shaking so bad I have to 
pick her up, the wet heat of her mound against my body 
making my dick twitch in anticipation as I try to figure out 
where the damned bedroom is. 


Kicking a door open with my foot, I find the main bedroom, 
and swiftly lay Grace onto it, stroking her hair back and 
taking her in with my eyes first. 


“You’re so beautiful, Grace. I feel... honored. Honored to be 
your first.” 


“My only,” she corrects me, and pulls me down on top of 
her, moaning in delight as she supports my weight on top of 
her. 


“I’m so hard Grace,” I stammer, unable to believe any of 
this is actually happening. 


As she kisses me with her lips, then tongue, I feel both her 
hands gently enclose around my thick heat, drawing it up to 
hers and slowly circling her wetness with it. She rubs her 
clit up and down, cooing with pleasure, then gasping aloud 
with intensity as she grips me harder. Slowly starting to 
guide me into her. 


“Are you ready?” I ask, feeling us both shaking so much as 
I’m almost inside her. 


Grace nods and keeping her eyes on mine, I ease into her, 
gasping only once as she winces a little, but she takes all of 
me, all the way inside her warmth, and we rest like that just 


for a moment. For the first time in my life I felt like I 
belonged anywhere that really meant something to me. 


Her. 


Grace is so hot, so worked up, that her wetness soon has us 
both sliding and grinding like we’ve been making love 
forever. It’s the most natural feeling in the world, and all my 
fears of blowing too early, not being able to satisfy my 
woman are put to the back of my mind. 


“Thank you...” Grace gasps, lifting her hips higher as I grab 
her fine ass with both my hands, pulling her closer to me, 
enjoying the fit of her body against mine. 


“You’re mine now Grace, we did it” I puff, eager to please 
her now, determined to stake my claim in the best way I 
know how. 


“You owe me a kiss down there.” She teases, then growing 
serious, as her own climax gets nearer, “...and a baby 
Joseph. I want you to put a baby in me... our first time.” 


Hearing her say exactly what I’m thinking sends my balls 
rising up and the tingling approach of my own explosion is 
suddenly close. 


“Ah, Grace... Grace.” 
“Joseeeeph.” 


In a second, we lock mouths and her body tenses under my 
own as a wave of white heat comes over us both. I can feel 
myself twitching inside her as Grace bucks and jerks 
against the stiffness of my climax. I shudder all over, never 
knowing that one person, let alone two could feel this 
sensation together. It’s incredible. 


As my climax subsides and she relaxes again, I roll onto my 
side, still inside Grace, and pull her closer to me, drawing 


the covers up over us both. I rest my arm across her chest 
and my face in her neck, kissing her there until we both fall 
asleep. 


Exhausted, satisfied. Finally together, just as we should be. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


race 


I like my sleep. I really do, but this is ridiculous. I wake up 
with Joseph nuzzling my neck still, wondering how we 
haven’t budged all afternoon, let alone all night. The gray 
light of dawn is just peeking through the curtains of the 
suite, and I can feel Joseph’s length, although softer, still 
inside me. 


It’s the best feeling in the world and I want it to last forever, 
but hearing him stir, then swear when he looks at the time 
on the bedside cock, the link between us is finally broken 
and we separate into two separate beings again after what 
must’ve been a marathon sleep. 


“Sleep well?” he asks me, laughing softly and kissing my 
neck again, then finding my mouth. 


The part of me that wants to panic, to rush and be worried 
that we slept so late, or that we even did what we just did, 
it’s gone. I relax back into Joseph, feeling more secure and 
safer than I ever have in my whole life. 


“Tt’s not like I have work or anything” I offer dreamily, 
suddenly thinking about dad and how he'll react. 


“Tt’s alright, Grace.” Joseph says softly, nibbling my ear with 
his lips. “Pl look after you now, both of us. Forever.” He 
runs his hand over my belly, letting it stray down further 
and I gasp at his touch on my mound, it feels like it did the 
very first moment he touched me. And I realize it always 
will. 


Joseph slides his arm out from under me and I comment 
how I must’ve crushed him all night. “Didn’t feel a thing, 
baby.” He says, and we both look at the door opposite 
together at the same time, feeling a new kind of urgency. 


“You go first,” he says, cocking a brow before looking at the 
bathroom door again, “but make it snappy.” 


Once we’re both comfortable again, we lie back in bed, with 
Joseph only getting up to see what’s under the big silver 
domes on the trolley near the door. The romantic dinner or 
lunch or whatever it was supposed to be. 


He wheels in the trolley and I’m amazed again by the 
perfect state of his body. He’s pure muscle, with smooth, 
tanned skin all over that gives me goosebumps just looking 
at him. Not to mention what he’s packing downstairs. He’s 
the perfect specimen of manhood, in every respect. 


“Cold beef or cold chicken, babe?” he asks me, holding up 
the silver dome then covering himself with it to get my 
attention. 


I pout in protest, but he removes the lid from himself after I 
decide for us. “Both.” I say, as if it’s a decision that doesn’t 
really need making. 


We have a cold breakfast of beef and chicken, eating with 
our fingers and then enjoying each other all over again for 


dessert. It’s past noon by the time I even think about dad 
again, about the life I walked away from yesterday 
afternoon. 


“What are we going to do?” I hear myself asking Joseph, but 
he’s thinking differently to what I mean. 


“We can do whatever you feel like, Grace. We can stay in 
bed for a week for all I care. Or, we can go someplace... do 
something. Whatever you want baby.” He smiles, brushing 
my hair back over my ear like someone who finally has what 
he’s always wanted, making me feel butterflies when I 
realize that it’s me he has as his own. 


“I mean, what are we going to do?” And I open my eyes 
wider, starting to worry now, not having heard my phone 
once since we arrived and I know it’s switched on with a full 
charge. 


“I’m just so used to hearing from dad by now, having him 
around, y'know?” 


He breathes out loudly through his nose, and pretending 
he’s an old man, he groans as he gets out of bed, stretching 
and yawning as he makes his joints crack. 


“I dunno Grace. You’re with me now, I thought that was 
pretty clear? I don’t really feel like sharing a bed with your 
dad, much as I love him.” 


I poke my tongue out and Joseph moves towards the 
bathroom again. 


“Pm gonna grab a shower babe, see what you feel like 
doing. Maybe call your dad, tell him you’re okay, huh? He’ll 
be mad, but I think we need to move past that?” 


He hangs in the doorway as I think about it, not having 
anything to say but still dreading the moment I see my dad 


next, even though I miss him already. 


I hear the shower running, and Joseph humming, then 
singing a hymn loudly to himself, it makes me cringe at first 
but he’s actually a pretty good singer. Another of his many 
talents. 


I lay back in bed for a few minutes, but it’s starting to eat 
away at me, so I wrap myself in a sheet and go find my 
phone. Sure enough, no call. No messages. It’s so unlike 
dad. But I guess he’s still upset. 


I figure I’ll just bite the bullet, so I bring up his number and 
call. Straight to voicemail. 


Not a good sign. 


I leave a message, but after another minute, I call again, 
and then again. I keep calling until he picks up. 


“Grace,” he says, his voice sounding small, far away. 


“Daddy,” I start to say, but I choke up without even knowing 
why. I can hear him moving on the other end, sitting up, it 
sounds like he’s in bed. 


“Are you Okay Grace. Just tell me you’re safe,” he asks, the 
worry telling in his voice. 


“T didn’t wake you, did I?” I ask, and he sighs heavily. 
“No. No you didn’t...Grace?” 

“Tm fine daddy. I’m...” 

“Are you with Joe?” he asks, but he doesn’t sound angry. 


“Yeah, I’m with Joseph,” I say softly, almost whispering. And 
I hear dad give a huge shuddering sigh of relief. 


“Thank god, Grace. You had me so worried, but I didn’t 
want to... well. I made an ass out of myself yesterday with 
you and Joe. I’m just glad you’re safe.” 


“You’re not mad?” I ask, noticing his pause. 


“Grace. I’m not sold on the idea of you taking up with my 
best friend, no. But if it means you’re both happy and safe, 
then I’d be a fool to try and come between you two... is Joe 
there?” he asks, “put him on.” 


“Uh... he’s... He’s in the shower dad.” 
tt Oh.” 
Awkward silence. 


“When are you coming home, honey? Just so I don’t worry is 
all, you know how I get,” he says, trying to sound like 
regular old dad, but I can feel he’s still hurting, even over 
the phone. 


“Im not sure, I guess today but maybe tomorrow?” I say, 
unsure of what I even want to do myself. A huge part of me 
just wants to go home, but I’m not sure where that even is 
anymore. As long as I’m with Joseph. That’s all that counts. 


Another long pause, but at least I know dad knows I’m safe. 
“Well, I’ll see you soon then honey, tell Joe I’m sorry, 
alright? Because I am. I just want you both home now. The 
house is awful empty without you.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


oseph 


I’m nearly done in the shower, when Grace joins me. I smile 
so wide, wanting to take all of her in as she stands outside 
the huge glass cube, but she doesn’t like me ogling her. 
Something tells me I have to work on that with her. 


She hugs me, tight. And I can tell it’s a special sort of hug. 


“What is it?” I ask, holding her close, letting the warm 
water cover us both. 


“T called dad. He said to tell you he’s sorry,” she says softly, 
sounding hurt. 


I know just how she feels. There’s no winning or losing 
here. It’s a strange and intense scenario. But that’s so like 
Carl, to apologize first, even though I know he’s still mad 
about the whole thing. He’ll go along with it, taking his own 
time to make peace with it all. 


“You wanna head home today?” I ask. Feeling a little hurt 
knowing she does but then suddenly happy, remembering I 
have that huge house opposite; reminding myself where 
home actually is for Grace now. For both of us. 


I feel her nodding, not wanting to upset me, which she 
could never really do. Wherever she wants to go is fine with 
me. As long as it's home with me. Our home. 


“Did you tell him about the house? The one across the 
street?” I ask and Grace shakes her head silently. I lift her 
chin up with my fingers, kissing her tenderly before I have 
to remind her. “We’re a team now, Grace, remember. My 
woman doesn’t ever feel bad or awkward about anything 
anymore, got it?” 


She smiles, but it has a hint of sadness in it. I kiss her again, 
hoping. Knowing that will change once we get back. IIl be 
making sure of it. 


After a shower and some more food, we’re both feeling 
refreshed and although I’m in no real hurry to get back, I 
can tell Grace wants to square things away with her dad, so 
we head off in the late afternoon, seeing me make a more 
direct route back than when we'd left. 


The world’s the same, but it feels so different. I have Grace 
on the back of my bike, like yesterday, but it all feels brand 
new. Just better. I don’t feel bad, awkward or ashamed for 
having waited so long to lose my virginity, because it’s what 
I’ve found that counts. In Grace, I know I’ve found the 
woman I will spend the rest of my life with, and that’s worth 
waiting for. Having her holding onto me, hugging me as I 
take every turn, it’s how I want things to be from now on. 
No matter what comes our way, I want her to know that I’m 


her man, the one to hold on to when things get tough and 
the one to hold on to when things are going great too. 


We reach home before too long, and I’m just in time to 
catch the FedEx courier, stopping him with a wave before 
he drives off again. 


“Getting mail already?” Grace asks me, laughing to herself 
as I sign for the express envelope. “You really are 
something else.” 


I smile too, knowingly. “It might be something that interests 
you too,” I add cryptically. 


I notice Grace looking across the street, Carl’s truck’s not 
there. 


“Maybe he went to work early?” I suggest, but she just 
shrugs, hugging me more from behind before we get off the 
bike. 


“I’m freezing” she says. “Bike’s fun, but so cold” I hug her 
close, then fidget for the key that Lily gave me. 


“T can’t find it. Oh... Got it.” 


Grace takes my hand and I promise we'll get a fire going 
once we're inside. It’s quite chilly, unseasonably for the time 
of year, but the old house has a large woodpile and a huge 
boiler if needed. 


“TIl be right back,” Grace whispers in my ear, “Where’s the 
bathroom?” I shrug and we both laugh. I start to open my 
envelope while Grace goes hunting for it. 


“Found it.” she calls out a few seconds later. 


I scan the documents before reading through the cover 
letter from Lily’s lawyer. She hasn’t wasted any time either. 


She’s trusting me with the contract of sale and transfer of 
ownership before she’s even been paid. Now, if it was 
anyone else, I’d say that was foolish, but to me, it means 
that Lily Arbuckle approves and her trust gives me a special 
feeling, one I know Grace would like to share in too. 


I sign my name, and feel relief when I see there’s two 
spaces on the deed title. 


Grace returns from the bathroom, looking refreshed and I 
hungrily kiss her again, almost forgetting all about the 
paperwork. 


“What’s that? Bills already?” she quips. 


“Its... well...” I suddenly can’t think about what to say. It’s 
all happened so fast, and way sooner than I expected but 
has worked out even better than I’d hoped so far. But I’m 
just standing there. Staring at Grace, not knowing what to 
Say. 


“Joseph, what is it? Is everything alright?” 


I’m stammering, feeling my heart in my throat all over 
again, like the first time I first saw Grace, which was only 
two days ago. 


I figure actions speak louder than words, and my words are 
failing me right now, so taking Grace’s hand in mine, I get 
down on one knee. It brings me pretty much to her eye 
level, which is nice. 


She looks startled for a second, but then noticing the look in 
my eyes, she starts to flush. 


“Oh god... Joseph...” 


“Grace. I don’t have a ring, not yet. But there’s a spare 
Space on that paper over there.” 


She brows furrow, looking at me like I’ve gone nuts. 


“T’ve signed one space, and I’d like for you to sign the other. 
It’s the deed title to this house, and if you’ll do me the 
honor, I'd like to share it with you for the rest of my life, 
with our family.” 


“Will you Grace? Please say you’ll marry me?” 


She covers her mouth and her eyes fill with tears as she 
tries to mouth the word ‘yes’. 


“Yes!” She said yes. 
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“Joe... 


Carl’s at the door, his eyes are brimming too, he looks 
suddenly awkward, like he’s interrupted the big moment, 
but he’s just made it the best moment of my life. 


I kiss Grace, like I’ve never kissed her before, then let Carl 
have his one kiss and hug from his unmarried daughter, 
before I claim her as my own from this day forth. 


“T love you Grace soon to be Parker,” I tell her, with all my 
heart. 


“And I love you, Joseph Parker,” she replies, kissing me 
again before whispering my favorite word from her lips 
against mine as she holds me. 


“Forever.” 


EPILOGUE 


TWO WEEKS LATER 


race 


Dad’s gone from hating it to becoming our self-appointed 
wedding planner. 


The wedding I had in mind, apart from probably never 
happening in my life, was supposed to be a quiet one, just 
Signing a paper in front of a judge or something, then 
maybe a meal out. 


Little did I know, that both dad and Joseph are hopeless 
romantics at heart, giving even my book characters a run 
for their money when it comes to wedding ‘must haves’. 


I make the fatal error of having my dad take me to a dress 
fitting. It almost ends in tears... from my dad. 


“T just think the lace right up the neck looks better, that’s 
all,” he says, starting to fight with the designer all over 
again. They only just agreed on the color, now they’re back 
to the whole lace neck thing. 


“Ummm. Hello? Hi. I’m Grace and this is my wedding, 
remember?” I have to chime in occasionally. Those two are 
really at each other’s throats over the dress. But I’d rather 
have dad at the fitting than Joseph, that’s for sure. 


He’s only agreed to let me go without him because dad’s 
here. He’s busy fighting with the caterers and florist. I 
called him to see how things were going and he begged me 
to change the subject. 


Despite all the craziness of the planning, those two really 
are enjoying it, I can tell. And as far as dad goes, once he 
saw the estimate for the dress, he reneged on his initial 
insistence that the father of the bride pay for the wedding. 
The dress alone is worth more than his truck. 


Joseph stepped in at that point and spoke quietly but firmly 
to my dad, explaining about the shares he cashed in years 
ago, plus interest and a few other things like that. Long 
story short, we’re not short on money, and now neither is 
dad but I can’t seem to stop Joseph from overspending on 
the wedding either. He just loves it. 


“What about when it’s done?” I tease him, “What are you 
going to do to get your wedding fix then?” 


But he’s thought it through already, I can just tell. “T’ll have 
my perfect bride. You’ll be barefoot and pregnant for the 
next thirty years if I have my way, Grace, so enjoy it.” He 
grins. 


“We’ll have baby showers. One every year. Right dad?” he 
continues, asking my dad, who’s scribbling his alteration 
designs over old one’s on a sketch pad he’s started carrying 
everywhere. 
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“Mmm Hmm...” He agrees absently, then looking up 
suddenly, “Are you... pregnant?” 


“No dad, just engaged to my baby,” I say and give Joseph a 
mushy kiss, making dad screw his nose up and get back to 
his designing. 


“Well, when you are honey, Joseph’s right. Babies are a big 
deal in the Parker family... Joseph told me so.” 


In the end, as per everything in Joseph’s and my life so far, 
it all works itself out perfectly in the end. 


Dad invites so many cops that we wonder who actually is 
fighting crime that day, and the renovations to the house 
are finished only the night before, giving my pre-wedding 
jitters a sharp nudge. 


The fence is repainted white, to match Joseph’s original 
vision for our home, with the whole roof being restored as 
well, making it look like something right out of a fairy tale. 
Which my whole life has been since the second I met 
Joseph. 


I spend the night before over at my dad’s, with him and 
Joseph being weird about the whole seeing the bride before 
the wedding thing, which I’m glad they do because, I guess 
some of their wedding antics have rubbed off. I’m a stickler 
for traditions now, they’re just fun. 


The designer, makeup, hair, photographer and my dad are 
all clucking around me like mother hens and I forget how 
many times I’ve had to pee, but even dad is impressed with 
the final result, looking so happy and proud in our photos 
before we leave for the church. 


I opted for an open neck, strapless dress with long gloves 
and instead of the lace neck, a handmade lace veil, which 
Mrs. Arbuckle stitched in her spare time somehow and 
managed to have it sent by courier from Crete where she’s 
holidaying. 


I was shy about my curves before Joseph, now I highlight 
them for him at every chance I get, without showing any 
skin of course, that’s for his own private viewing, of which 
there’s plenty, but not for a few days before the wedding. 
By the time I see the back of my man, my dad’s holding my 
arm as I walk up the aisle to be claimed by Joseph for a 
second time, this time as his wife. 


Joseph and dad have matching tuxedos, Ivory white jackets 
and black slacks, which I think makes them both look very 
James Bond. 


My dad’s also the ring bearer and best man, so he has his 
work cut out for him in the speech department, with him 
still muttering names and lines to himself right up until he’s 
due to lead me up the altar to Joseph. 


I promise myself I won’t cry, but when Joseph starts our 
traditional vows, there’s not a dry eye in the place, 
including his own. Even the minister marrying us has a little 
something in his eye. There’s just something in the air that 
day, something that everyone picks up on from two people 
who really do love each other so much they want to show 
the whole world, or anyone who’s watching. 


“T love you Grace, forever and always.” 
“Always and forever, I love you, Joseph.” 


And like every kiss from him then and everyone since, it 
feels like the first one. The first time, the moment I knew 
that I belonged to him and he was the real man who I’d 
been waiting for all my life. 


Funnily enough, it was my wedding dress designer, the one 
dad was always fighting with? She caught the bridal 
bouquet before Joseph and I left for our honeymoon in 


Guatemala to revisit the mission Joe used to work for. Now 
he’s their main benefactor. 


The kiss my wedding dress designer and my dad shared 
right after his speech was enough to convince even me that 
there was more than just creative differences behind their 
constant bickering over wedding dresses. And what would 
they do when the wedding was over? 


I foresee them planning their own in the not too- distant 
future. He’s got plenty of time now, he took voluntary 
retirement from the police force, partly at Joseph’s request, 
but mostly at Joseph’s request. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TWO YEARS LATER 
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Holding baby Carl and baby Carol, one in each arm, I wait 
for grandpa to finish at the changing table with Evan and 
Eve so I can go next. 


“How’s married life treating you, Carl?” I ask wistfully, 
making him smile every time I ask him the same question, 
almost every day. Sometimes more as we meet around the 
changing table at his place or mine. 


“Oh, y’know...” he says bashfully. But today he coughs a 
little and it’s not just from the full diaper he’s changing. It’s 
got some emotion behind it. 


“A few years back,” he begins, “I got mad when I found out 
that you and Grace had designs on each other,” he offers 
me the full diaper absently, and I shrug, showing him the 
twins with my eyes. 


Full house. 


“Oh, pardon me. Anyway... I got mad and acted like a fool, 
Joe. I know I never really said sorry, not the way I should, 
because well.. I never knew the kind of happiness I was 
trying to deny you until I met Rose.” He says, finally. 


“It’s pretty neat, huh?” I ask him, reflecting on how right he 
is, for once. 


“And I never knew the happiness I was overdue myself. The 
kind I’d pushed away for so long, thinking that even 
growing up, that foster parents couldn’t feel the way Grace 
and I do now,” I tell him. 


Pd wanted to foster some kids too when we married, but 
Grace asked if we could wait, just a few years until we’d 
raised a few of our own brood. It’s her mothering instinct I 
guess, and I couldn’t be prouder of either her, or her dad 
Carl. 
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“Rose and I can’t have children, Joe. 
catching me off guard. 


He says suddenly, 


“Oh, Carl. I’m sorry...” but I notice he’s not frowning. He's 
smiling, picking up one clean baby and replacing it with a 
soiled one, ready to clean up all over again, like he does 
every day. 


“Its alright, Joe. I didn’t mean to sound glum. What I was 
gonna say is that the joy you and Grace have created, here 
with these little ones, well, it more than makes up for it. So, 
thank you Joe. Thanks for looking out for my Grace, and 
thanks for being the best dad I know, next to myself of 
course.” He adds thoughtfully. 


“Don’t forget the best grandpa in the world,” I remind him. 


“Watch it, smartass.” He grins. “I’m a year younger than 
you aren’t I?” 


And we laugh. We laugh like we did when we were kids 
growing up. 


“Thanks Carl. Just thanks, okay? For everything.” 
“Anytime, old buddy. Anytime.” 


“What are you two scheming about in here? Oh. Phew! 
Geez Evan, what the hell? Honey, open a window will you, I 
don’t know how you boys can stand it in here some days.” 
Grace says, always talking up the role we boys play in 
taking ‘doodie duty’ as we like to call it. 


Grace shuffles over and I refill her arms with fresh twins, 
handing Grandpa the dirty ones. Her second trimester 
showing through her robe, she scratches her belly absently, 
still managing to hold a babe in each arm. 


“You okay, dad. Not sick of this yet?” she asks, always 
meaning it. 

“T wouldn’t trade this for the world,” he says and gives me a 
wink. 


“Or the police department,” I add laughing, and pull both 
Grace and him into me with both arms, planting a kiss on 
each of them, and on the heads of my beautiful babies. 


“T love you.” I say to them, meaning every word of it. With 
all my heart. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TWELVE YEARS LATER 
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“Because if I’m laying them this way and you’re laying them 
that way, they’ll never overlap and the damned roof won’t 
work, goddammit!” I hear dad growling from the roof. 
Then, “Sorry, Joe...” 


I can hear Joseph laughing, but it’s a strained, oh my god is 
this really happening? laugh. 


I set Jessica and Abel down and go outside to see what all 
the fuss is about. Putting a new roof on the mission sounded 
like a good idea, but now I’m not so sure. Dad hasn’t had a 
real project to sink his teeth into for years, so when we 
started our own mission school in Guatemala, he, Rose, the 
whole family; we all came down to help get the ball rolling. 


Yep, with all 12 kids, and two more on the way again. 


“Just use the section where they meet to run a channel 
drain through,” I call up after having a quick look down 
over the small valley, looking over the building both Joseph 
and dad are working on today. 


The men glance at each other, then murmur some. Then 
dad scratches his head while Joseph blows me a kiss. 


“T think that’s a great idea honey!” Joseph calls out. 


“I was going to suggest something similar,” dad crows, 
pointing to the space they have left, “it’s the most logical 
option.” 


“You okay Joseph?” I call out, he’s zoned out, staring off into 
space. I worry about him and dad, out there building stuff 
in the jungle heat, but they seem to thrive on it. I know his 
body is certainly no worse off for it. My god, I could watch 
that man going shirtless all day. Usually do. 


“Fine honey, just remembered a dream I had is all.” 
“A dream?” I ask, “About building a mission roof?” 


“That’s right sweetie, when I’m not dreaming of nailing you, 
I’m dreaming of nailing your roof with your dad telling me 
what to do.” 


“TIl pretend I didn’t hear that,” growls dad, and they both 
get back to work. Me too, as I hear the twins stirring again. 
Inside and outside of me. 


My doctor jokes that I must have been born with ovaries 
filled with ‘double-yolkers’. Every birth, over the last twelve 
years has been twins, one boy and one girl. 


Joseph’s re-named our bed ‘Joseph’s Ark’ but depending 
where I’m at in my cycle will depend on whether I think 
that’s funny or not. 


Like anything so special, it takes a lot of work, and my 
payday is every day. Every second I spend with Joseph, the 
kids and especially having my dad and now Rose so close, 
it’s more family and love than we deserve some days, but 
it’s priceless. It’s the real wealth that we have, giving us the 


energy and meaning in our lives to do what Joseph had his 
first calling to do, to help those who needed it. Simple as 
that. 


I put the twins down and call the ten others for lunch, but I 
forget, they’re off hiking with Grandma Rose and the locals, 
looking for jungle delicacies for our upcoming family feast, 
celebrating the near completion of the mission on time. 


I jump a little as I feel Joseph’s hands around me, his face in 
my neck and his hands running over my belly. 


“You're dirty,” I warn him. 

“Your dad’s still on the roof,” he reminds me. 
“Kids and Rose are hiking...” I add. 

“What are we having?” Joseph asks. 


“Your favorite.” I tell him, whispering into his ear, “That kiss 
you always owe me, someplace special...” 


“T love you Grace Parker, you know that?” He says, holding 
me tighter. And I kiss him, shuddering a breath. The same 
breath it feels like from when he kissed me for the very first 
time. 


“T love you too, Joseph Parker. And we’ve got five minutes, 
so hurry up and kiss me down there...” 
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